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SIR BROOK FOSSBROOKE. 


CHAPTER I. 
A LEVANTER. 


Tue storm raged fearfully during the night, and the sea 
rose to a height that made many believe some earthquake 
had occurred in one of the islands near. Old trees that 
resisted the gales of former hurricanes were uprooted, and 
the swollen streams tore down amongst the fallen timber, 
adding to the clamor of the elements and increasing the 
signs of desolation and ruin that abounded. 

It was, as Tom called it, a ‘* regular Levanter,” one of 
those storms which in a brief twenty-four hours can do the 
work of years in destruction and change. 

Amongst the group of fishermen who crouched under a 
rock on the shore, sad predictions were uttered as to the 
fate of such as were at sea that night, and the disasters of 
bygone years were recalled, and the story of a Russian 
liner that was lost off Spartivento, and the Spanish admiral 
who was wrecked on the rocks off Melissa, were told with 
all the details eyewitnesses could impart to them. 

‘sThose fellows have driven me half distracted, Lucy,” 
said Tom, as he came in wet and dripping, ‘‘ with their 
tales of shipwreck; and one of them declares that he saw a 
large paddle-wheel steamer under English colors drifting to 
the south’ard this morning, perfectly helpless and unmanage- 
able. I wish I could get over to Cagliari, and hear tidings 
of her.” 

‘¢ Of course that is impossible,” said she, with a shudder. 
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‘¢ So they tell me. They say there’s not a boat in the island 
would live five minutes in that sea.” 

‘*¢ And the gale seems increasing too.” 

‘©So it does. They say, just before the storm ends it 
blows its very hardest at the finish, and then stops as sud- 
denly as it burst forth.” 

By noon the gale began to decline, the sun burst out, and 
the sea gradually subsided, and in a few hours the swollen 
torrents changed to tiny rivulets, clear as crystal. The birds 
were singing in the trees, and the whole landscape, like a 
newly washed picture, came out in fresher and brighter 
color than ever. Nor was it easy to believe that the late 
hurricane had ever existed, so little trace of it could be seen 
on that rocky island. 

A little before sunset a small ‘‘ latiner” rounded the point, 
and stood in towards the little bay. She had barely wind 
enough to carry her along, and was fully an hour in sight 
before she anchored. As it was evident she was a Cagliari 
boat, Tom was all impatient for her news, and went on 
board of her at once. The skipper handed him a letter from 
Sir Brook, saying, ‘‘ I was to give you this, sir, and say I 
was at your orders.” Tom broke the seal, but before he had 
read half-a-dozen lines, he cried out: ‘ All right! shove me 
on shore, and come in to me in an hour. By that time I'll 
tell you what I decide on.” 

‘¢ Here’s great news, Lucy,” cried he. ‘* The ‘ Cadmus’ 
troop-ship has put into Cagliari disabled, foremast lost, one 
paddle-wheel carried away, all the boats smashed, but her 
Majesty’s —th safe and sound. Colonel Cave very jolly, 
and Major Trafford, if you have heard of such a person, wild 
with joy at the disaster of being shipwrecked.” 

‘¢ Oh, Tom, do be serious. What is it at all?” said she, 
as, pale with anxiety, she caught his arm to steady herself. 

‘*Here’s the despatch,—read it yourself if you won’t 
believe me. This part here is all about the storm and the 
other wrecks; but here, this is the important part, in your 
eyes at least. 

*¢¢ Cave is now with me up here, and Trafford is to join 
us to-night. The ship cannot possibly be fit for sea before 
ten days to come; and the question is, Shall we go over and 
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visit you, or will you and Lucy come here? One or other of 
these courses it must be, and it is for you to decide which 
suits you best. You know as well as myself what a sorry 
place this is to ask dear Lucy to come to, but, on the other 
hand, I know nothing as to the accommodation your cottage 
offers. For my own part it does not signify; I can sleep on 
board any craft that takes me over; but have you room for 
the soldiers? —I mean Cave and Trafford. I have no doubt 
they will be easily put up; and if they could be consulted, 
would rather bivouac under the olives than not come. At all 
events, let the boat bring yourselves or the invitation for us, 
— and at once, for the impatience of one here (I am too dis- 
creet to particularize) is pushing my own endurance to its 
limits.’ 

‘* Now, Lucy, what’s it to be? Decide quickly, for the 
skipper will be here soon for his answer.” 

‘*J declare I don’t know, Tom,” said she, faltering at 
every word. ‘* The cottage is very small, the way we live 
here very simple: I scarcely think it possible we can ask any 
one to be a guest —” 

**So that you opine we ought to go over to Cagliari?” 
burst he in. 

**T think you ought, Tom, certainly,” said she, still more 
faintly. 

‘¢T see,” said he, dryly, ‘‘ youll not be afraid of being 
left alone here?” 

‘¢ No, not in the least,” said she; and her voice was now a 
mere whisper, and she swayed slightly back and forward like 
one about to faint. 

‘< Such being the case,” resumed Tom, ‘‘ what you advise 
strikes me as admirable. I can make your apologies to old 
Sir Brook. I can tell him, besides, that you had scruples on 
the propriety, —there may be Mrs. Grundys at Cagliari, 
who would be shocked, you know; and then, if you should 
get on here comfortably, and not feel it too lonely, why, per- 
haps, I might be able to stay with them till they sail.” 

She tried to mutter a Yes, but her lips moved without a 
sound. 

‘¢ So that is settled, eh?” cried he, looking full at her. 

She nodded, and then turned away her head. 
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‘¢ What an arrant little hypocrite it is!” said he, drawing 
his arm around her waist; ‘‘and with all the will in the 
world to deceive, what a poor actress! My child, I know 
your heart is breaking this very moment at my cruelty, my 
utter barbarity, and if you had only the courage, you’d tell 
me I was a beast!” 

‘“‘Oh! Tom, —oh! dear Tom,” said she, hiding her face 
on his shoulder. 

‘¢ Dear Tom, of course, when there ’s no help for it. And 
this is a specimen of the candor and frankness you promised 
me!’ 

‘¢But, Tom,” said she, faltering at every word, ‘‘ it is not 
—as you think; it is not as you believe.” 

‘¢ What is not as I believe?” said he, quickly. 

‘¢T mean,” added she, trembling with shame and confu- 
sion, ‘‘ there is no more — that it’s over— all over!” And 
unable to endure longer, she burst into tears, and buried her 
face between her hands. ; 

‘¢ My own dear, dear sister,” said he, pressing her to his 
side, ‘* why have you not told me of this before?” 

‘*T could not, I could not,” sobbed she. 

‘¢OQne word more, Lu, and only one. Who was in fault? 
I mean, darling, was this your doing or his?” 

‘¢ Neither, Tom; at least, I think so. I believe that some 
deceit was practised, — some treachery; but I don’t know 
what, nor how. In fact, it is alla mystery to me; and my 
misery makes it none the clearer.” 

‘*¢’ Tell me, at least, whatever you know.” 

‘¢J will bring you the letter,” said she, disengaging her- 
self from him. 

*¢ And did he write to you?” asked he, fiercely. 

‘*No; he did not write, — from him I have heard nothing.” 

She rushed out of the room as she spoke, leaving Tom in 
a state of wild bewilderment. Few as were the minutes of 
her absence, the interval to him seemed like an age of tor- 
ture and doubt. Weak, and broken by illness, his fierce 
spirit was nothing the less bold and defiant; and over and 
over as he waited there, he swore to himself to. bring 
Trafford to a severe reckoning if he found that he had 
wronged his sister. 
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‘* How noble of her to hide all this sorrow from me, be- 
cause she saw my suffering! What a fine nature! And it 
is with hearts like these fellows trifle and temper, till they 
end by breaking them! Poor thing! might it not be better 
to leave her in the delusion of thinking him not a scoundrel, 
than to denounce and brand him?” 

As he thus doubted and debated with himself, she entered 
the room. Her look was now calm and composed, but her 
face was lividly pale, and her very lips bloodless. ‘* Tom,” 
said she, gravely, ‘‘I don’t think I would let you see this 
letter but for one reason, which is, that it will convince 
you that you have no cause of quarrel whatever with 
him.” 

‘¢Give it to me,—let me read it,” burst he in, impa- 
tiently; ‘*‘ I have neither taste nor temper for any more rid- 
dles, — leave me to find my own road through this labyrinth.” 

‘¢ Shall I leave you alone, Tom?” said she, timidly, as she 
handed him the letter. 

*¢ Yes, do so. I think all the quicker when there’s none 
by me.” He turned his back to the light, as he sat down, 
and began the letter. 

‘¢ T believe I ought to tell you first,” said she, as she stood 
with her hand on the lock of the door, ‘‘ the circumstances 
under which that was written.” 

‘¢ Tell me nothing whatever, —let me grope out my own 
road ;” and now she moved away and left him. 

He read the letter from beginning to end, and then re-read 
it. He saw there were many allusions to which he had no 
clew; but there was a tone in it which there was no mistak- 
ing, and that tone was treachery. The way,in which the 
writer deprecated all possible criticism of her life, at the 
outset, showed how sensitive she was to such remark, and 
how conscious of being open to it. Tom knew enough of 
life to be aware that the people who affect to brave the 
world are those who are past defying it. So far at least 
he felt he had read her truly; but he had to confess to 
himself that beyond this it was not easy to advance. 

On the second reading, however, all appeared more clear 
and simple. It was the perfidious apology of a treacherous 
woman for a wrong which she had hoped, but had not been 
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able, to inflict. ‘‘I see it all,” cried Tom; ‘‘ her jealousy 
has been stimulated by discovering Trafford’s love for Lucy, 
and this is her revenge. It is just possible, too, she may 
have entangled him. There are meshes that men can scarcely 
keep free of. Trafford may have witnessed the hardship of 
her daily life— seen the indignities to which she submits — 
and possibly pitied her; if he has gone no further than this, 
there is no great mischief. What a clever creature she must 
be!” thought he again, — ‘‘ how easy it ought to be fora 
woman like that to make a husband adore her; and yet these 
women will not be content with that. Like the cheats at 
cards, they don’t care to win by fair play.” He went to the 
door, and called out ‘* Lucy!” 

The tone of his voice sounded cheerily, and she came on 
the instant. 

‘¢ How did you meet after this?” asked he, as she entered. 

‘¢We have not met since that. I left the Priory, and 
came abroad three days after I received it.” 

‘¢So then that was the secret of the zeal to come out 
and nurse poor brother Tom, eh?” said he, laughing. 

‘¢ You know well if it was,” said she, as her eyes swam in 
tears. 

‘¢ No, no, my poor dear Lu, I never thought so; and right 
glad am I to know that you are not to live in companionship 
with the woman who wrote that letter.” 

*¢ You think ill of her?” 

‘¢T will not tell you half how badly I think of her; but 
Trafford is as much wronged here as any one, or else I am 
but a sorry decipherer of mysterious signs.” 

‘¢Oh, Tom!” cried she, clasping his hand and looking at 
him as though she yearned for one gleam of hope. 

‘*Tt is so that I read it; but I do not like to rely upon my 
own sole judgment in such a case. Will you trust me with 
this letter, and will you let me show it to Sir Brooke? He is 
wonderfully acute in tracing people’s real meaning through 
all the misty surroundings of expression. I will go over to 
Cagliari at once, and see him. If all be as I suspect, I will 
bring them back with me. If Sir Brook’s opinion be against 
mine, I will believe him to be the wiser man, and come back 
alone.” 
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‘**T consent to everything, Tom, if you will give me but 
one pledge, — you must give it seriously, solemnly.” 

‘*T guess what you mean, Lucy; your anxious face has 
told the story without words. You are afraid of my hot 
temper. You think I will force a quarrel on Trafford, — 
yes, I knew what was in your thoughts. Well, on my 
honor I will not. This I promise you faithfully.” 

She threw herself into his arms and kissed him, muttering, 
in a low voice, ‘‘ My own dear brother,” in his ear. 

‘*Tt is just as likely you may see me back again to- 
morrow, Lucy, and alone too. Mind that, girl! The ver- 
sion I have taken of this letter may turn out to be all 
wrong. Sir Brook may show me how and where and why 
I have mistaken it; and if so, Lu, I must have a pledge 
from you, — you know what I mean.” 

** You need none, Tom,” said she, proudly; ‘‘ you shall 
not be ashamed of your sister.” 

‘¢ That was said like yourself, and I have no fears about 
you now. You will be anxious—gyou can’t help being 
anxious, my poor child — about all this; but your uncer- 
tainty shall be as short as I can make it. Look out for 
me, at all events, with the evening breeze. I’ll try and 
catch the land-wind to take me up. If I fly no ensign, 
Lucy, I am alone; if you see the ‘ Jack,’ it will mean I 
have company with me. Do you understand me?” 

She nodded, but did not speak. 

‘¢ Now, Lu, I’ll just get my traps together, and be off; 
that light Tramontana wind will last till daybreak, and by 
that time the sea-breeze will carry me along pleasantly. 
How Id like to have you with me!” 

‘<It is best as it is, Tom,” said she, trying to smile. 

‘¢ And if all goes wrong,—I mean if all does not go 
right, — Lucy, I have got a plan, and I am sure Sir 
Brook won’t oppose it. We’ll just pack up, wish the lead 
and the cobalt and the rest of it a good-bye, and start 
for the Cape and join father. There’s a project after 
your own heart, girl.” 

‘¢ Oh, Tom dearest, if we could do that!” 

‘¢ Think over it till we meet again, and it will at least keep 
away darker thoughts.” 


CHAPTER II. 
BY THE MINE AT LAVANNA. 


Tue mine of Lavanna, on which Sir Brook had placed all his 
hopes of future fortune, was distant from the town of Cagliari 
about eighteen miles. It was an old, a very old shaft; 
Livy had mentioned it, and Pliny, in one of his letters, com- 
pares people of sanguine and hopeful temperament with men 
who believe in the silver ore of Lavanna. There had there- 
fore been a traditionary character of failure attached to the 
spot, and not impossibly this very circumstance had given it 
a greater value in Fossbrooke’s estimation; for he loved a 
tough contest with fortune, and his experiences had given 
him many such. 

Popular opinion certainly set down the mine as a disastrous 
enterprise, and the list of those who had been ruined by the 
speculation was a long one. Nothing daunted by all he 
had heard, and fully convinced in his own mind that his pre- 
decessors had earned their failures by their own mistakes, 
Fossbrooke had purchased the property many years before, 
and there it had remained, like many of his other acquisi- 
tions, uncared for and unthought of, till the sudden idea 
had struck him that he wanted to be rich, and to be rich 
instantaneously. 

He had coffee-plantations somewhere in Ceylon, and he 
had purchased largely of land in Canada; but to utilize 
either of these would be a work of time, whereas the mine 
would yield its metal bright and ready for the market. It 
was so much actual available money at once. 

His first care was to restore, so far as to make it habitable, 
a dreary old ruinous barrack of a house, which a former 
speculator had built to hold all his officials and dependants. 
A few rooms that opened on a tumble-down terrace — of 
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which some marble urns yet remained to bear witness of 
former splendor — were all that Sir Brook could manage to 
make habitable, and even these would have seemed miser- 
able and uncomfortable to any one less bent on ‘‘ roughing 
it” than himself. 

Some guns and fishing-gear covered one wall of the 
room that served as dinner-room; and a few rude shelves on 
the opposite side contained such specimens of ore as were 
yet discovered, and the three or four books which formed 
their library; the space over the chimney displaying a sort 
of trophy of pipes of every sort and shape, from the well- 
browned meerschaum to the ignoble ‘‘dudeen” of Irish 
origin. 

These were the only attempts at decoration they had made, 
but it was astonishing with what pleasure the old man re- 
garded them, and with what pride he showed the place to 
such as accidentally came to see him. 

‘¢T’ll have a room yet, just arrayed in this fashion, Tom,” 
would he say, ‘‘ when we have made our fortune, and go 
back to live in England. I’ll have a sort of snuggery a 
correct copy of this; all the old beams in the ceiling, and 
those great massive architraves round the doors, shall be 
exactly followed, and the massive stone mantelpiece; and 
it will remind us, as we sit there of a winter’s night, of the 
jolly evenings we have had here after a hard day’s work in 
the shaft. Won’t I have the laugh at you, Tom, too, as I 
tell you of the wry face you used to make over our pros- 
pects, the hang-dog look you’d give when the water was 
gaining on us, and our new pump got choked!” 

Tom would smile at all this, though secretly nourishing 
no such thoughts for the future. Indeed, he had for many 
a day given up all hope of making his fortune as a miner, 
and merely worked on with the dogged determination not to 
desert his friend. 

On one of the large white walls of their sitting-room Sir 
Brook had sketched in charcoal a picture of the mine, in all 
the dreariest aspect of its poverty, and two sad-looking 
men, Tom and himself, working at the windlass over the 
shaft; and at the other extremity of the space there stood 
a picturesque mansion, surrounded with great forest trees, 
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under which deer were grouped, and two men — the same 
—were riding up the approach on mettlesome horses; the 
elder of the two, with outstretched arm and hand, evidently 
directing his companion’s attention to the rich scenes 
through which they passed. These were the ‘‘now” and 
‘¢then” of the old man’s vision, and he believed in them, as 
only those believe who draw belief from their own hearts, 
unshaken by all without. 

It was at the close of a summer day, just in that brief 
moment when the last flicker of light tinges the earth at 
first with crimson and then with deep blue, to give way a 
moment later to black night, that Sir Brook sat with Colonel 
Cave after dinner, explaining to his visitor the fresco on the 
wall, and giving, so far as he might, his reasons to believe 
it a truthful foreshadowing of the future. 

‘¢But you tell me,” said Cave, ‘‘ that the speculation has 
proved the ruin of a score of fellows.” 

‘¢So it has. Did you ever hear of the enterprise, at 
least of one worth the name, that had not its failures? or is 
success anything more in reality than the power of reasoning 
out how and why others have succumbed, and how to avoid 
the errors that have beset them? The men who embarked 
in this scheme were alike deficient in knowledge and in 
capital.” 

“ Ah, indeed!” muttered Cave, who did not exactly say 
what his looks implied. ‘* Are you their superior in these 
requirements?” 

Sir Brook was quick enough to note the expression, and 
hastily said, ‘* I have not much to boast of myself in these 
respects, but I possess that which they never had, — that 
without which men accomplish nothing in life, going through 
the world mere desultory ramblers, and not like sturdy 
pilgrims, ever footing onward to the goal of their ambition. 
I have Faith!” 

‘¢ And young Lendrick, what says he to it?” 

‘‘ He scarcely shares my hopes, but he shows no signs of 
backwardness.” 

‘¢ He is not sanguine, then?” 

‘¢ Nature did not make him so, and a man ean no more 
alter his temperament than his stature. I began life with 
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such a capital of confidence that, though I have been an 
arrant spendthrift, I have still a strong store by me. The 
cunning fellows laugh at us and call us dupes; but let me 
tell you, Cave, if accounts were squared, it might turn out 
that even as a matter of policy incredulity has not much to 
boast of, and were it not so, this world would be simply 
intolerable.” 

**T’d like, however, to hear that your mine was not all 
outlay,” said Cave, bringing back the theme to its starting- 
point. 

** So should I,” said Fossbrooke, dryly. 

*¢ And I'd like to learn that some one more conversant — 
more professional in these matters —” 

‘*¢ Less ignorant than myself, in a word,” said Fossbrooke, 
laughing. ‘‘ You mean you’d like to hear a more trust- 
worthy prophet predict as favorably; and with all that I 
agree heartily.” 

‘*There’s no one would be better pleased to be certain 
that the fine palace on the wall there was not a castle in 
Spain. I think you know that.” 

**T do, Cave, —I know it well; but bear in mind, your 
best runs in the hunting-field have not always been when 
you have killed your fox. The pursuit, when it is well sus- 
tained, with its fair share of perils met, dared, and over- 
come, — this is success. Whatever keeps a man’s heart up 
and his courage high to the end, is no mean thing. I own 
to you I hope to win, and I don’t know that there is any 
such failure possible as would quench this hope.” 

‘* Just what Trafford said of you when he came back from 
that fishing-excursion,” cried Cave, as though carried away 
by a sudden burst of thought. 

‘¢ What a good fellow he is! Shall we have him up here 
to-night?” 

‘¢ No; some of our men have been getting into scrapes 
at Cagliari, and I have been obliged to ask him to stay there 
and keep things in order.” 

‘¢Ts his quarrel with his family final, or is there still an 
opening to reconciliation? ” 

‘¢T’m afraid not. Some old preference of his mother’s for 
the youngest son has helped on the difference; and then cer- 
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tain stories she brought back from Ireland of Lionel’s doings 
there, or at least imputed doings, have, I suspect, steeled 
his father’s heart completely against him.” 

‘¢T’ll stake my life on it there is nothing dishonorable to 
attach to him. What do they allege?” 

‘‘T have but a garbled version of the story, for from 
Trafford himself I have heard nothing; but I know, for I 
have seen the bills, he has lost largely at play to a very 
dangerous creditor, who also accuses him of designs on his 
wife; and the worst of this is that the latter suspicion 
originated with Lady Trafford.” 

‘¢T could have sworn it. It was a woman’s quarrel, and 
she would sacrifice her own son for vengeance. I’ll be able 
to pay her a very refined compliment when I next see her, 
Cave, and tell her that she is not in the least altered from 
the day I first met her. And has Lionel been passed over 
in the entail?” 

‘¢ So he believes, and I think with too good reason.” 

‘¢ And all because he loved a girl whose alliance would 
confer honor on the proudest house in the land. I think 
I’ll go over and pay Holt a visit. It is upwards of forty 
years since I saw Sir Hugh, and I have a notion I could 
bring him to reason.” 

Cave shook his head doubtingly. 

*¢ Ay, to be sure,” sighed Fossbrooke, ‘‘ it does make a 
precious difference whether one remonstrates at the head of 
a fine fortune or pleads for justice in a miner’s jacket. I 
was forgetting that, Cave. Indeed, I am always forgetting 
it. And have they made no sort of settlement on Lionel, 
—nothing to compensate him for the loss of his just ex- 
pectations? ” 

‘“T suspect not. He has told me nothing beyond the fact 
that he is to have the purchase-money for the lieutenant- 
eoloneley, which I was ready and willing to vacate in his 
favor, but which we are unable to negotiate, because he 
owes a hcavy sum, to the payment of which this must go.” 

‘¢Can nothing be done with his creditor? —can we not 
manage to secure the debt and pay the interest?” 

‘*This same creditor is one not easily dealt with,” said 
Cave, slowly. 
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‘© A money-lender? ” 

‘*No. He’s the man I just told you wanted to involve 
Trafford with his own wife. As dangerous a fellow as ever 
lived. I take shame to myself to own that, though ac- 
quainted with him for years, I never really knew his char- 
acter till lately.” 

‘* Don’t think the worse of yourself for that, Cave. The 
faculty to read bad men at sight argues too much familiar- 
ity with badness. I like to hear a fellow say, ‘I never so 
much as suspected it.’ Is this man’s name a secret?” 

‘* No. Nothing of the kind. I don’t suppose you ever 
met him, but he is well known in the service, — better per- 
haps in India than at home, —he served on Rolffe’s staff 
in Bengal. His name is Sewell.” 

‘*What! Dudley Sewell?” 

** Yes; that’s his name. Do you know him?” 

‘““Do I know him!” muttered the old man, as he bent 

down and supported his head upon his hand. 
_ * And do I wrong him in thinking him a dangerous fel- 
low?” asked Cave. But Fossbrooke made no answer; in- 
deed, he never heard the question, so absorbed was he in his 
own thoughts. 

‘¢ What do you know of him?” asked Cave, in a louder 
voice. 

‘¢ Everything, — everything! I know all that he has done, 
and scores of things he would have done if he could. By 
what ill-luck was it that Trafford came to know this man?” 

‘*They met at the Cape, and Trafford went to visit him 
when they came over to Ireland. I suspect —I do not know 
it — but I suspect that there was some flirtation in the case. 
She is extremely pretty, and a coquette.” 

‘¢T declare,” said Fossbrooke, as he arose and paced the 
room, totally unattentive to all the other said, — ‘‘ I declare 
I begin sometimes to think that the only real activity in life 
is on the part of the scoundrels. Half the honest people in 
the world pass their lives in forming good intentions, while 
the rogues go straight at their work and do it. Do you 
think, Cave, that Trafford would tell me frankly what has 
passed between this man and himself?” 

‘¢T’m not sure. I mean, he might have some reserve on 
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one point, and that is the very point on which his candor 
would be most important. There have been letters, it would 
seem, that Sewell has got hold of, and threatens exposure, 
if some enormous demand be not complied with.” 

‘‘ What! Is the scoundrel so devoid of devices that he 
has to go back on an old exploded villany? Why, he played 
that game at Rangoon, and got five thousand pounds out of 
poor Beresford.” 

‘¢T have heard something of that.” 

‘¢ Have heard of it! Who that ever served in India is not 
familiar with the story? What does Trafford mean by not 
coming up here, and telling me the whole story?” 

‘¢JT’ll tell you what he means, Fossbrooke: he is heartily 
ashamed of himself; he is in love with another, and he 
knows that you know it; but he believes you may have 
heard stories to his detriment, and, tied as he is, or fancies 
he is, by a certain delicate reserve, he cannot go into his 
exculpation. There, in one word, is the reason that he is 
not here to-night; he asked me to put on him special duty, 
and save him from all the awkwardness of meeting you with 
a half-confidence.” 

‘¢ And I, meanwhile, have written off to Tom Lendrick to 
come over here with his sister, or to let us go and pay them 
a visit at the island.” 

*¢'You never told me of this.” 

‘Why should I? I was using the rights I possess over 
you as my guests, doing for you what I deemed best for 
your amusement.” 

‘¢ What answer have they given you?” 

‘* None up to this; indeed, there has been scarcely time; 
and now, from what you tell me, I do not well know what 
answer I’d like to have from them.” 

For several minutes neither uttered a word; at last Foss- 
brooke said: ‘‘ Trafford was right not to meet me. It has 
saved him some prevarication, and me some passion. Write 
and tell him I said so.” 

‘*T can scarcely do that, without avowing that I have 
revealed to you more than I am willing to own.” 

‘¢ When you told me in whose hands he was, you told 
me more than all the rest. Few men can live in Dud- 
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ley Sewell’s intimacy and- come unscathed out of the 
companionship.” 

‘*'That would tell ill for myself, for I have been of late 
on terms of much intimacy with him.” 

** You have n’t played with him?” 

** Ay, but I have; and, what’s more, won of him,” said 
Cave, laughing. 

‘* You profited little by that turn of fortune,” said Foss- 
brooke, sarcastically. 

‘* You imply that he did not pay his debt; but you are 
wrong: he came to me the morning after we had played, and 
acquitted the sum lost.” 

‘* Why, I am entangling myself in the miracles I hear! 
That Sewell should lose is strange enough: that he should 
pay his losses is simply incredible.” 

*¢ Your opinion of him would seem to be a very indifferent 
one.” 

‘* Far from it, Cave. It is without any qualification what- 
ever. I deem him the worst fellow I ever knew; nor am I 
aware of any greater misfortune to a young fellow entering 
on life than to have become his associate.” 

‘¢ You astonish me! I was prepared to hear things of 
him that one could not justify, nor would have willingly 
done themselves, but not to learn that he was beyond the 
pale of honor.” 

“¢Tt is exactly where he stands, sir, — beyond the pale of 
honor. I wish we had not spoken of him,” said the old man, 
rising, and pacing the room. ‘‘ The memory of that fellow 
is the bitterest draught I ever put to my lips; he has dashed 
my mind with more unworthy doubts and mean suspicions 
of other men than all my experience of life has ever taught 
me. I declare, I believe if I had never known him my heart 
would have been as hopeful to-day as it was fifty years 
ago.” 

‘¢ How came it that I never heard you speak of him?” 

“Ts it my wont, Cave, to talk of my disasters to my 
friends? You surely have known me long enough to say 
whether I dwell upon the reverses and disappointments of 
my life. It is a sorry choice of topics, perhaps, that is left 
to men old as myself when they must either be croakers or 
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boasters. At all events, I have chosen the latter; and 
people bear with it the better because they can smile at it.” 

‘‘T wish with all my heart I had never played with Sewell, 
and still more that I had not won of him.” 

‘Was it a heavy sum?” 

“For a man like myself, a very heavy sum. I was led on 
—giving him his revenge, as it is called — till I found 
myself playing for a stake which, had I lost, would have 
cost me the selling my commission.” 

Fossbrooke nodded, as though to say he had known of 
such incidents in the course of his life. 

“When he appeared at my quarters the next morning to 
settle the debt, I was so overcome with shame that I pledge 
you my word of honor, I believe I’d rather have been the 
loser and taken all the ruin the loss would have brought 
down upon me.” 

‘‘How your friend must have appreciated your difficulty!” 
said Fossbrooke, sarcastically. 

‘*He was frank enough, at all events, to own that he could 
not share my sense of embarrassment. He jeered a little 
at my pretension to be an example to my young officers, as 
well he might. I had selected an unlucky moment to ad- 
vance such a claim; and then he handed me over my win- 
nings, with all the ease and indifference in life.” 

‘**T declare, Cave, I was expecting, to the very last 
moment, a different ending to your story. I waited to hear 
that he had handed you a bond of his wife’s guardian, 
which for prudential reasons should not be pressed for 
prompt payment.” 

‘Good heavens! what do you mean?” cried Cave, leaning 
over the table in intense eagerness. ‘‘Who could have told 
you this?” 

“Beresford told me; he brought me the very document 
once to my house with my own signature annexed to it, — 
an admirable forgery as ever was done. My seal, too, was 
there. By bad luck, however, the paper was stolen from 
me that very night, — taken out of a locked portfolio. And 
when Beresford charged the fellow with the fraud, Sewell 
called him out and shot him.” 

Cave sat for several miuntes like one stunned and over- 
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come. He looked vacantly before him, but gave no sign 
of hearing or marking what was said to him. At last he 
arose, and, walking over to a table, unlocked his writing- 
desk, and took out a large packet, of which he broke the 
seal, and without examining the contents, handed it to Foss- 
brooke, saying, — 

‘“*Ts that like it?” 

‘It is the very bond itself; there’s my signature. I wish 
I wrote as good a hand now,” said he, laughing. ‘‘It is as 
I always said, Cave,” cried he, in a louder, fuller voice; 
“the world persists in calling this swindler a clever fellow, 
and there never was a greater mistake. The devices of the 
scoundrel are the very fewest imaginable; and he repeats 
his three or four tricks, with scarcely a change, throughout 
a life long.” 

‘*And this is a forgery!” muttered Cave, as he bent over 
the document and scanned it closely. 

‘‘You shall see me prove itsuch. You’ll intrust me with 
it. I’ll promise to take better care of it this time.” 

‘‘Of course. What do you mean to do?” 

“Nothing by course of law, Cave. So far I promise you, 
and I know it is of that you are most afraid. No, my good 
friend. If you never figure in a witness-box till brought 
there by me, you may snap your fingers for many a day at 
cross-examinations.” 

“‘This cannot be made the subject of a personal alterca- 
tion,” said Cave, hesitatingly. 

“Tf you mean a challenge, certainly not; but it may be 
made the means of extricating Trafford from his difficulties 
with this man, and I can hardly see where and what these 
difficulties are.” 

‘*You allude to the wife?” 

“We will not speak of that, Cave,” said Fossbrooke, col- 
oring deeply. “Mrs. Sewell has claims on my regard, that 
nothing her husband could do, nothing that he might become 
could efface. She was the daughter of the best and truest 
friend, and the most noble-hearted fellow I ever knew. I 
have long ceased to occupy any place in her affections, but 
I shall never cease to remember whose child she was, — how 
he loved her, and how, in the last words he ever spoke, he 
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asked me to befriend her. In those days I was a rich 
man, and had the influence that wealth confers. I had 
access to great people, too, and, wanting nothing for myself, 
could easily be of use to others; but, where am I wandering 
to? I only intended to say that her name is not to be in- 
volved in any discussion those things may occasion. What 
are these voices I hear outside in the court? Surely that 
must be Tom Lendrick I hear.” He arose and flung open 
the window, and at the same instant a merry voice cried 
out, ‘‘Here we are, Sir Brook, — Trafford and myself. I 
met him in the Piazza at Cagliari, and carried him off 
with me.” 

“Have you brought anything to eat with you?” asked 
Fossbrooke. 

‘*That I have, — half a sheep and a turkey,” said Tom. 

‘*Then you are thrice welcome,” said Fossbrooke, laugh- 
ing; ‘‘for Cave and I are reduced to fluids. Come up at 
once; the fellows will take care of your horses. We’ll make 
a night of it, Cave,” said the old man, as he proceeded to 
cover the table with bottles. ‘‘We’ll drink success to the 
mine! We’ll drink to the day when, as lieutenant-general, 
you ’ll come and pay me a visit in that great house yonder, 
—and here come the boys to help us.” 


CHPATER III. 
UP AT THE MINE. 


TuHoueH they carried their convivialities into a late hour of 
the night, Sir Brook was stirring early on the next morning, 
and was at Tom Lendrick’s bedside ere he was awake. 

“*We had no time for much talk together, Tom, when you 
came up last night,” said he; ‘‘nor is there much now, for I 
am off to England within an hour.” 

“Off to England! and the mine?” 

“The mine must take care of itself, Tom, till you are 
stronger and able to look after it. My care at present is to 
know if Trafford be going back with you.” 

“‘T meant that he should; in fact, I came over here ex- 
pressly to ask you what was best to be done. You can guess 
what I allude to; and I had brought with me a letter which 
Lucy thought you ought to read; and, indeed, I intended 
to be as cautious and circumspect as might be, but I was 
searcely on shore when Trafford rushed across a street and 
threw his arm over my shoulder, and almost sobbed out his 
joy at seeing me. So overcome was I that I forgot all my 
prudence, — all, indeed, that I came for. I asked him to 
come up with me, — ay, and to come back, too, with me to 
the island and stay a week there.” 

‘‘T scarcely think that can be done,” said the old man, 
gravely. “I like Trafford well, and would be heartily glad 
I could like him still better; but I must learn more about 
him ere I consent to his going over to Maddalena. What 
is this letter you speak of? ” 

‘You ’ll find it in the pocket of my dressing-case there. 
Yes; that’s it.” 

“It’s a longish epistle, but in a hand I well know, —at 
least, I knew it well long ago.” There was an indescrib- 
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able sadness in the tone in which he said this, and he 
turned away that his face should not be seen. He seated 
himself in a recess of the window, and read the letter from 
end to end. With a heavy sigh he laid it on the table, and 
muttered below his breath, ‘‘What a long, long way to have 
journeyed from what I first saw her to that /” 

Tom did not venture to speak, nor show by any sign that 
he had heard him, and the old man went on in broken sen- 
tences: ‘‘And to think that these are the fine natures — the 
graceful — the beautiful — that are thus wrecked! It is 
hard to believe it. In the very same characters of that 
letter I have read such things, so beautiful, so touching, 
so tender, as made the eyes overflow to follow them. You 
see I was right, Tom,” cried he, aloud, in a strong stern 
voice, ‘‘when I said that she should not be your sister’s 
companion. I told Sewell I would not permit it. I was in 
a position to dictate my own terms to him, and I did so. 
I must see Trafford about this!” and as he spoke he arose 
and left the room. 

While Tom proceeded to dress himself, he was not alto- 
gether pleased with the turn of events. If he had made any 
mistake in inviting Trafford to return with him, there would 
be no small awkwardness in recalling the invitation. He 
saw plainly enough he had been precipitate, but precipita- 
tion is one of those errors which, in their own eases, men 
are prone to ascribe to warm-heartedness. ‘Had I been as 
distrustful or suspicious as that publican yonder,” is the 
burden of their self-gratulation; and in all that moral 
surgery where men operate on themselves, they cut very 
gingerly. 

‘‘Of course,” muttered Tom, ‘‘I can’t expect Sir Brook 
will take the same view of these things. Age and suspi- 
cion are simply convertible terms, and, thank Heaven, I 
have not arrived at either.” 

‘**What are you thanking Heaven for?” said Sir Brook, 
entering. ‘‘In nine cases out of ten, men use that formula 
as a measure of their own vanity. For which of your short- 
comings were you professing your gratitude, Tom?” 

‘Have you seen Trafford, sir?” asked Tom, trying to 
hide his confusion by the question. 
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“Yes; we have had some talk together.” 

Tom waited to hear further, and showed by his air of 
expectation how eager he felt; but the old man made no 
sign of any disclosure, but sat there silent and wrapped in 
thought. ‘‘I asked him this,” said the old man, fiercely, 
** “Tf you had got but one thousand pounds in all the world, 
would it have occurred to you to go down and stake it on a 
match of billiards against Jonathan?’ ‘ Unquestionably 
not,’ he replied; ‘I never could have dreamed of such 
presumption.’ 

‘** And on what pretext, by what impulse of vanity,’ said 
I, ‘ were you prompted to enter the lists with one every way 
your superior in tact, in craft, and in coquetry? If she 
accepted your clumsy addresses, did you never suspect that 
there was a deeper game at issue than your pretensions?’ 
* You are all mistaken,’ said he, growing crimson with shame 
as he spoke. ‘I made no advances whatever. I made her 
certain confidences, it is true, and I asked her advice; and 
then, as we grew to be more intimate, we wrote to each 
other, and Sewell came upon my letters, and affected to 
think I was trying to steal his wife’s affection. She could 
haye dispelled the suspicion at once. She could have given 
the key to the whole mystery, and why she did not is more 
than Ican say. My unlucky accident just then occurred, 
and I only issued from my illness to hear that I had lost 
largely at play, and was so seriously compromised, besides, 
that it was a question whether he should shoot me, or sue 
for a divorce.’ 

“Tt was clear enough that so long as he represented the 
heir to the Holt property, Sewell treated him with a certain 
deference; but when Trafford declared to his family that he 
would accept no dictation, but go his own road, whatever 
the cost, from that moment Sewell pressed his claims, and 
showed little mercy in his exactions. 

‘¢*¢ And what’s your way out of this mess?’ asked I. 
‘ What do you propose to do?’ 

‘© ¢T have written to my father, begging he will pay off 
this debt for me, — the last I shall ever ask him to acquit. 
I have requested my brother to back my petition; and I 
have told Sewell the steps I have taken, and promised him 
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if they should fail that I will sell out, and acquit my debt 
at the price of my commission.’ 

‘¢¢ And at the price of your whole career in life?’ 

“‘Just so. If you’ll not employ me in the mine, I must 
turn navvy.’ 

‘¢¢And how, under such circumstances as these, can you 
accept Tom Lendrick’s invitation, and go over to Madda- 
lena?’ 

‘“*T could not well say no when he asked me, but I deter- 
mined not to go. I only saw the greater misery I should 
bring on myself. Cave can send me off in haste to Gibral- 
tar or to Malta. In fact, I pass off the stage, and never 
turn up again during the rest of the performance.’ ” 

“Poor fellow!” said Tom, with deep feeling. 

“He was so manly throughout it all,” said Fossbrooke, 
‘‘so straightforward and so simple. Had there been a grain 
of coxcomb in his nature, the fellow would have thought the 
woman in love with him, and made an arrant fool of himself 
in consequence, but his very humility saved him. I’m not 
sure, Master Tom, you’d have escaped so safely, eh?” 

**T don’t see why you think so.” 

‘*Now for action,” said Fossbrooke. ‘I must get to 
England at once. I shall go over to Holt, and see if I can 
do anything with Sir Hugh. I expect little, for when men 
are under the frown of fortune they plead with small influ- 
ence. I shall then pass over to Ireland. With Sewell I 
can promise myself more success. I may be away three or 
four weeks. Do you think yourself strong enough to come 
back here and take my place till I return? ” 

‘Quite so. Ill write and tell Lucy to join me.” 

“T’d wait till Saturday,” said Fossbrooke, in a low 
voice. ‘‘Cave says they can sail by Saturday morning, ’ 
and it would be as well Lucy did not arrive till they are 
gone.” 

‘“*You are right,” said Tom, thoughtfully. 

‘It ’s not his poverty I’m thinking of,” cried Fossbrooke. 
**With health and strength and vigor, a man can fight 
poverty. IJ want to learn that he is as clean-handed in this 
affair with the Sewells as he thinks himself. If I once were 
sure of that, I’d care little for his loss of fortune. I’d 
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associate him with us in the mine, Tom. There will always 
be more wealth here than we can need. That new shaft 
promises splendidly. Such fat ore I have not seen for 
many a day.” 

Tom’s mouth puckered, and his expression caught a 
strange sort of half-quizzical look, but he did not venture 
to speak. 

“I know well,” added the old man, cautiously, ‘that 
it’s no good service to a young fellow to plunge him at once 
into ample means without making him feel the fatigues and 
trials of honest labor. He must be taught to believe that 
there is work before him, — hard work too. He must be 
made to suppose that it is only by persistence and industry, 
and steady devotion to the pursuit, that it will yield its great 
results.” 

**T don’t suspect our success will turn his head,” said 
Tom, dryly. 

‘*That’s the very thing I want to guard against, Tom. 
Don’t you see it is there all my anxiety lies?” 

**Let him take a turn of our life here, and I’1l warrant him 
against the growth of an over-sanguine disposition.” 

**Just so,” said Fossbrooke, too intensely immersed in his 
own thought either to notice the words or the accents of the 
other, — ‘‘just so: a hard winter up here in the snows, with 
all the tackle frozen, ice on the cranks, ice on the chains, 
ice everywhere, a dense steam from the heated air below, 
and a cutting sleet above, try a man’s chest smartly; and 
then that lead colic, of which you can tell him something. 
These give a zest and a difficulty that prove what a man’s 
nature is like.” 

‘*They have proved mine pretty well,” said Tom, with a 
bitter laugh. 

“ And there’s nothing like it in all the world for forming 
aman!” cried Fossbrooke, in a voice of triumph. ‘‘ Your 
fair-weather fellows go through life with half their natures 
unexplored. They know no more of the interior country of 
their hearts than we do of Central Africa. Beyond the fact 
that there is something there — something — they know noth- 
ing. A man must have conflict, struggle, peril, to feel what 
stuff there’s in him. He must be baffled, thwarted, ay, and 
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even defeated. He must see himself amongst other men as 
an unlucky dog that fellows will not willingly associate 
with. He must, on poor rations and tattered clothing, keep 
up a high heart, —not always an easy thing to do; and, 
hardest of all, he must train himself never in all his 
poverty to condescend to a meanness that when his better 
day comes he would have to blush for.” 

“If you weight poverty with all those fine responsibilities, 
I suspect you’ll break its back at once,” said Tom, 
laughing. 

“Far from it. It is out of these self-same responsibili- 
ties that. poverty has a backbone at all;” and the old man 
stood bolt upright, and threw back his head as though he 
were emblematizing what he had spoken of. 

‘“*Now, Tom, for business. Are you strong enough to 
come back here and look after the shaft?” 

“Yes, I think so. I hope so.” 

“T shall probably be some weeks. away. Ill have to go 
over to Holt; and I mean to run adown amongst the Corn- 
wall fellows and show them some of our ore. I ’ll make 
their mouths water when they see it.” 

Tom bit off the end of his cigar, but did not speak. 

‘‘T mean to make Beattie a present of ten shares in that 
new shaft, too. I declare it’s like a renewal of youth to 
me to feel I can do this sort of thing again. Ill have to 
write to your father to come back also. Why should he live 
in exile while we could all be together again in affluence and 
comfort?” 

Tom’s eyes ranged round the bare walls and the shattered 
windows, and he raised his eyebrows in astonishment at the 
other’s illusions. 

‘“We had a stiff ‘ heat’ before we weathered the point, 
that’s certain, Tom,” said the old man. “There were days 
when the sky looked dark enough, and it needed all our 
pluck and all our resolution to push on; but I never lost: 
heart, — I never wavered about our certainty of success, — 
did I?” 

“No; that you did not. And if you had, I certainly 
should not have wondered at it.” 

‘“*T’ll ask you to bear this testimony to me one of. these 
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days, and to tell how I bore up at times that you yourself 
were not over hopeful.” 

**Oh, that you may. I’ll be honest enough to own that 
the sanguine humor was a rare one with me.” 

‘‘And it’s your worst fault. It is better for a young 
fellow to be disappointed every hour of the twenty-four than 
to let incredulity gain on him. Believe everything that it 
would be well to believe, and never grow soured with for- 
tune if the dice don’t turn up as you want them. I declare 
I’m sorry to leave this spot just now, when all looks so 
bright and cheery about it. You’re a lucky dog, Tom, to 
come in when the battle is won, and nothing more to do than 
announce the victory.” And so saying, he hurried off to 
prepare for the road, leaving Tom Lendrick in a state of 
doubt whether he should be annoyed or amused at the 
opinions he had heard from him. 


CHAPTER IV. 
PARTING COUNSELS. 


Quick and decided in all his movements, Fossbrooke set out 
almost immediately after this scene with Tom, and it was 
only as they gathered together at breakfast that it was dis- 
covered he had gone, 

‘‘He left Bermuda in the very same fashion,” said Cave. 
‘*He had bought a coffee-plantation in the morning, and he 
set out the same night; and I don’t believe he ever saw his 
purchase after. I asked him about it, and he said he 
thought — he was n’t quite sure — he made it a present to 
Dick Molyneux on his marriage. ‘I only know,’ said he, 
‘it’s not mine now.’ ” 

As they sat over their breakfast, or smoked after it, they 
exchanged stories about Fossbrooke, all full of his strange 
eccentric ways, but all equally abounding in traits of kind- 
heartedness and generosity. Comparing him with other 
men of liberal mould, the great and essential difference 
seemed to be that Fossbrooke never measured his gener- 
osity. When he gaye, he gave all that he had; he had no 
notion of aiding or assisting. His idea was to establish 
a man at once, — easy, affluent, and independent. He 
abounded in precepts of prudence, maxims of thrift, and 
such-like; but in practice he was recklessly lavish. 

‘“Why ain’t there more like him?” cried Trafford, enthu- 
siastically. 

‘*T’m not sure it would be better,” said Cave. ‘The race 
of idle, cringing, do-nothing fellows is large enough already. 
I suspect men like Fossbrooke — at least what he was in his 
days of prosperity — give a large influence to the spread of 
dependants.” 
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‘The fault I find with him,” said Tom, ‘‘is his credulity. 
He believes everything, and, what’s worse, every one. 
There are fellows here who persuade him this mine is to 
make his fortune; and if he had thousands to-morrow, he 
would embark them all in this speculation, the only result 
of which is to enrich these people, and ruin ourselves.” 

‘*Is that your view of it?” asked Cave, in sotne alarm. 

‘‘Of course it is; and if you doubt it, come down with me 
into the gallery, as they call it, and judge for yourself.” 

“‘But I have already joined the enterprise.” 

**What! invested money in it?” 

‘*Ay. Two thousand pounds, —a large sum for me, I 
promise you. It was with immense persuasion, too, I got 
Fossbrooke to let me haye these shares. He offered me 
scores of other things as a free gift in preference, — 
salmon-fisheries in St. John’s; a saw-mill on Lake Huron; 
a large tract of land at the Cape; I don’t know what else: 
but I was firm to the copper, and would have ‘nothing but 
this.” 

‘“‘T went in for lead,” said Trafford, laughingly. 

**You; and are you involved in this also?” asked 
Tom. 

‘“*Yes; so far as I have promised to sell out, and devote 
whatever remains after paying my debts to the mine.” 

‘‘Why, this beats all the infatuation I ever heard of! You 
have not the excuse of men at a distance, who have only read 
or listened to plausible reports; but you have come here, — 
you have been on the spot, — you have seen with your own 
eyes the poverty-stricken air of the whole concern, the 
broken machinery, the ruined scaffoldings, the mounds of 
worthless dross that hide the very approach to the shaft; 
and you haye seen us, too, and where and how we live!” 

‘‘Very true,” broke in Cave; ‘‘but I have heard him talk, 
and I could no more resist the force of his words than I 
could stand in a current and not be carried down by it.” 

“Exactly so,” chimed in Trafford; ‘‘he was all the more 
irresistible that he did not seek to persuade. Nay, he tried 
his utmost to put me off the project, and, as with the 
Colonel, he offered me dozens of other ways to push my 
fortune, without costing me a farthing.” 
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‘Might not we,” said Cave, ‘‘ask how it comes that you, 
taking this dispiriting view of all here, still continue to 
embark your fortunes in its success?” 

‘‘It is just because they are my fortunes; had it been my 
fortune, I had been more careful. There is all the differ- 
ence in life between a man’s hopes and his bank-stock. 
But if you ask me why I hang on here, after I have long 
ceased to think anything can come of it, my answer is, I 
do so just as I would refuse to quit the wreck, when he 
declared he would not leave it. It might be I should save 
my life by deserting him; but it would be little worth hay- 
ing afterwards; and I’d rather live with him in daily com- 
panionship, watching his manly courageous temper and his 
high-hearted way of dealing with difficulties, than I would 
go down the stream prosperously with many another; and 
over and over have I said to myself, If that fine nature of 
his can make defeat so endurable, what splendor of triumph 
would it not throw over a real success!” 

‘‘And this is exactly what we want to share,” said Traf- 
ford, smiling. 

‘*But what do either of you know of the man, beyond the 
eccentricity, or the general kindliness with which he meets 
you? You have not seen him as I have, rising to his daily 
toil with a racking head and a fevered frame, without a word 
of complaint, or anything beyond a passing syllable of dis- 
comfort; never flinching, never yielding; as full of kind 
thought for others, as full of hopeful counsel, as in his best 
days; lightening labor with proverb and adage, and stimu- 
lating zeal with many a story. You can’t picture to your- 
selves this man, once at the head of a princely fortune, 
which he dispensed with more than princely liberality, shar- 
ing a poor miner’s meal of beans and oil with pleasant 
humor, and drinking a toast, in wine that would set the teeth 
on edge, to that good time when they would have more gen- 
erous fare, and as happy hearts to enjoy it. 

‘*Nor have you seen him, as I haye, the nurse beside the 
sick-bed, so gentle, so thoughtful, — a very woman in ten- 
derness; and all that after a day of labor that would have 
borne down the strongest and the stoutest. And who is he 
that takes the world in such good part, and thinks so hope- 
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fully of his fellow-men? The man of all his time who has 
been most betrayed, most cheated, whose trust has been 
most often abused, whose benefits have been oftenest paid 
back in ingratitude. It is possible enough he may not be 
the man to guide one to wealth and fortune; but to whatever 
condition of life he leads, of one thing I am certain, there 
will be no better teacher of the spirit and temper to enjoy it; 
there will be none who will grace any rank — the highest or 
the humblest — with a more manly dignity.” 

“Tt was knowing all this of him,” said Cave, ‘‘that im- 
pelled me to associate myself with any enterprise he be- 
longed to. I felt that if success were to be won by persist- 
ent industry and determination, his would do it, and that 
his noble character gave a guarantee for fair dealing better 
than all the parchments lawyers could engross.” 

**From what I have seen of life, I’d not say that success 
attends such men as he is,” said Tom. “The world would 
be, perhaps, too good if it were so.” 

Silence now fell upon the party, and the three men smoked 
on for some time without a word. Atlast Tom, rising from 
the bench where he had been seated, said, ‘‘Take my ad- 
vice; keep to your soldiering, and have nothing to do with 
this concern here. You sail on Saturday next, and by Sun- 
day evening, if you can forget that there is such an island 
as Sardinia, and such poor devils on it as ourselves, it will 
be all the better for you.” 

“‘T am sorry to see you so depressed, Lendrick,” said 
Cave. 

“I’m not so low as you suspect; but I’d be far lower if 
I thought that others were going to share our ill-fortunes.” 

Though the speech had no direct reference to Trafford, it 
chanced that their eyes met as he spoke, and Trafford’s face 
flushed to a deep crimson as he felt the application of the 
words. 

‘“Come here, Tom,” said he, passing his arm within Len- 
drick’s, andleading him off the terrace into a little copse of 
wild hollies at the foot of it. ‘‘Let me have one word with 
you.” They walked on some seconds without a word, and 
when Trafford spoke his voice trembled with agitation. ‘I 
don’t know,” muttered he, ‘‘if Sir Brook bas told you of the 
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change in my fortunes, — that Iam passed over in the entail 
by my father, and am, so to say, a beggar.” 

Lendrick nodded, but said nothing. 

‘‘T have got debts, too, which, if not paid by my family, 
will compel me to sell out, — has he told you this?” 

“Yes; I think he said so.” 

‘‘Like the kind, good fellow he is,” continued Trafford, 
‘the thinks he can do something with my people, — talk my 
father over, and induce my mother to take my side. I’m 
afraid I know them better, and that they ’re not sorry to be 
rid of me at last. It is, however, just possible —I will 
not say more, but just possible — that he may succeed in 
making some sort of terms for me before they cut me off 
altogether. I have no claim whatever, for I have spent 
already the portion that should have come to me as a 
younger son. I must be frank with you, Tom. There’s 
no use in trying to make my case seem better than it is.” 
He paused, and appeared to expect that the other would 
say something; but Tom smoked on and made no sign 
whatever. 

“‘And it comes to this,” said Trafford, drawing a long 
breath and making a mighty effort, ‘‘I shall either have 
some small pittance or other, — and small it must be, — or 
be regularly cleaned out without a shilling.” 

A slight, very slight, motion of Tom’s shoulders showed 
that he had heard him. 

“Tf the worst is to befall me,” said Trafford, with more 
energy than he had shown before, ‘‘I’ll no more be a bur- 
den to you than to any other of my friends. You shall hear 
little more of me; but if fortune is going to give me her 
lust chance, will you give me one also?” 

** What do you mean?” said Tom, curtly. 

*“\I mean,” stammered out Trafford, whose color came and 
went With agitation as he spoke, — ‘¢I mean, shall I have 
your letyve — that is, may I go over to Maddalena? — may 


Ae Tom,” burst he out at last, ‘* you know well what 
hope my fe clings to.” 
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a E therle was nothing but a question of money in the 
way,” broke in Tom, boldly, ‘* I don’t see how beggars like 
ourselves colald start very strong objections. That a man’s 
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poverty should separate him from us would be a little too 
absurd; but there’s more than that in it. You have got 
into some scrape or other. I don’t want to force a confi- 
dence — I don’t want to hear about it. It’s enough for me 
that you are not a free man.” 

“Tf I can satisfy you that this is not the case — ” 

“Tt won’t do to satisfy me,” said Tom, with a strong 
emphasis on the last word. 

‘*T mean, if I can show that nothing unworthy, nothing 
dishonorable, attaches to me.” 

*¢T don’t suspect all that would suffice. It’s not a ques- 
tion of your integrity or your honor. It’s the simple matter 
whether when professing to care for one woman you made 
love to another?” 

‘¢ Tf I can disprove that. It’s a long story —” 

‘* Then, for Heaven’s sake, don’t tell it to me.” 

‘* Let me, at least, show that it is not fair to shun me.” 

There was such a tone of sorrow in his voice as he spoke 
that Tom turned at once towards him, and said: “If you 
can make all this affair straight —I mean, if it be clear that 
there was no more in it than sucha passing levity that better 
men than either of us have now and then fallen into—I 
don’t see why you may not come back with me.” 

‘¢ Oh, Tom, if you really will let me!” 

‘¢ Remember, however, you come at your own peril. I tell 
you frankly, if your explanation should fail to satisfy the 
one who has to hear it, it fails with me too, —do you under- 
stand me?” 

‘¢T think I do,” said Trafford, with dignity. 

‘¢ It’s as well that we should make no mistake; and now 
you are free to accept my invitation or to refuse it. What 
do you say?” 

‘¢T say, yes. I go back with you.” 

‘¢T’ll go and see, then, if Cave will join us,” said Tom, 
turning hastily away, and very eager to conceal the agitation 
he was suffering, and of which he was heartily ashamed. 

Cave accepted the project with delight, — he wanted to 
see the island, — but, more still, he wanted to see that Lucy 
Lendrick of whom Sir Brook had spoken so rapturously. 
‘‘T suppose,” whispered he in Tom’s ear, ‘‘ you know all 
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about Trafford. You’ve heard that he has been cut out of 
the estate, and been left with nothing but his pay?” 

Tom nodded assent. 

‘*He’s not a fellow to sail under false colors, but he 
might still have some delicacy in telling about it —” 

‘¢ He has told me all,” said Tom, dryly. 

‘* There was a scrape, too, — not very serious, I hope, — 
in Ireland.” 

‘¢ He has told me of that also,” said Tom. ‘* When shall 
you be ready? Will four o’clock suit you?” 

‘*- Perfectly.” 

And they parted. 


CHAPTER V. 
ON THE ISLAND. 


Wen, shortly after daybreak, the felueca rounded the point 
of the island, and stood in for the little bay of Maddalena, 
Lucy was roused from sleep by her maid with the tidings, 
‘¢ Give me the glass, quickly,” cried she, as she rushed to 
the window, and after one rapid glance, which showed her 
the little craft gayly decked with the flag of England, she 
threw herself upon her bed, and sobbed in very happiness. 
In truth, there was in the long previous day’s expectancy 
—in the conflict of her hope and fear —a tension that 
could only be relieved by tears. 

How delightful it was to rally from that momentary gush 
of emotion, and feel so happy! ‘To think so well of the 
world as to believe that all goes for the best in it, is a pleas- 
ant frame of mind to begin one’s day with; to feel that 
though we have suffered anxiety, and all the tortures of 
deferred hope, it was good for us to know that everything 
was happening better for us than we could have planned it 
for ourselves, and that positively it was not so much by 
~-events we had been persecuted as by our own impatient 
reading of them. Something of all these sensations passed 
through Lucy’s mind as she hurried here and there to pre- 
pare for her guests, stopping at intervals to look out towards 
the sea, and wonder how little way the felucca made, and 
how persistently she seemed to cling to the selfsame spot. 

Nor was she altogether unjust in this. The breeze had 
died away at sunrise; and in the interval before the land- 
wind should spring up there was almost a dead calm. 

‘<Ts she moving at all?” cried Lucy, to one of the sailors 
who lounged on the rocks beneath the window. 
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The man thought not. They had kept their course too 
far from shore, and were becalmed in consequence. 

How could they have done so? —surely sailors ought to 
have known better! and Tom, who was always boasting 
how he knew every current, and every eddy of wind, what 
was he about? It was a rude shock to that sweet optimism 
of a few moments back to have to own that here at least was 
something that might have been better. 

‘¢ And what ought they to do, what can they do?” asked 
she, impatiently, of the sailor. 

‘s Wait till towards noon, when the land-breeze freshens 
up, and beat.” 

‘¢ Beat means, go back and forward, scarcely gaining a 
mile an hour?” 

The sailor smiled, and owned she was not far wrong. 

‘¢ Which means that they may pass the day there,” cried 
she, fretfully. 

‘‘They’re not going to do it, anyhow,” said the man; 
‘¢ they are lowering a boat, and going to row ashore.” 

‘¢Oh, how much better! and how long will it take them?” 

‘¢ Two hours, if they ’re good rowers; three, or even four, 
if they ’re not.” 

‘* Come in and have a glass of wine,” said she; ‘and you 
shall look through the telescope, and tell me how they row, 
and who are in the boat, —I mean how many are in it.” 

‘* What a fine glass! I can see them as if they were only 
a cable’s length off. There’s the Signorino Maso, your 
brother, at the bow oar; and then there’s a sailor, and an- 
other sailor; and there’s a signore, a large man, — per 
Bacco, he’s the size of three, —at the stroke; and an old 
man, with white hair, and a cap with gold lace round it, 
steering; he has bright buttons down his coat.” 

‘* Never mind him. What of the large man, —is he 
young?” 

‘* He pulls like a young fellow! There now, he has thrown 
off his coat, and is going at it in earnest! Ah, he’s no 
signore after all.” 

‘‘ How no signore?” asked she, hastily. 

‘* None but a sailor could row as he does! A man must 
be bred to it to handle an oar in that fashion.” 
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She took the glass impatiently from him, and tried to see 
the boat; but whether it was the unsteadiness of her hand, 
or that some dimness clouded her eyes, she could not catch 
the object, and turned away and left the room. 

The land-wind freshened, and sent a strong sea against 
the boat, and it was not until late in the afternoon that the 
party landed, and, led by Tom, ascended the path to the 
cottage. At his loud shout of “Lucy,” she came to the door. 
looking very happy indeed, but more agitated than she well 
liked. ‘* My sister, Colonel Cave,” said Tom, as they came 
up; ‘‘and here’s an old acquaintance, Lucy; but he’s a 
major now. Sir Brook is away to England, and sent you all 
manner of loving messages.” 

‘*] have been watching your progress since early morn- 
ing,” said Lucy, ‘‘and, in truth, I scarcely thought you 
seemed to come nearer. It was a hard pull.” 

*¢ All Trafford’s fault,” said Tom, laughing; ‘‘ he would 
do more than his share, and kept the boat always dead 
against her rudder.” 

““That’s not the judgment one of our boatmen here passed 
on him,” said Lucy; ‘‘ he said it must be a sailor, and no 
signore, who was at the stroke oar.” 

‘¢ See what it is to have been educated at Eton,” said Cave, 
slyly; ‘‘ and yet there are people assail our public schools! ” 

Thus chatting and laughing, they entered the cottage, and 
were soon seated at table at a most comfortable little dinner. 

**] will say,” said Tom, in return for some compliment 
from the Colonel, ‘‘she is a capital housekeeper. I never 
had anything but limpets and sea-urchins to eat till she 
came, and now I feel like an alderman.” 

‘* When men assign us the humble office of providing for 
them, I remark they are never chary of their compliments,” 
said Lucy, laughingly. ‘‘ Master Tom is willing to praise 
my cookery, though he says nothing of my companionship.” 

‘¢ Tt was such a brotherly speech,” chimed in Cave. 

‘¢ Well, it’s jolly, certainly,” said Tom, as he leaned back 
in his chair, “to sit here with that noble sea-view at our 
feet, and those grand old cliffs over us.” 

While Cave concurred, and strained his eyes to catch some 
object out seaward, Trafford, for almost the first time, found 
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courage to address Lucy. He had asked something about 
whether she liked the island as well as that sweet cottage 
where first he saw her, and by this they were led to talk of 
that meeting, and of the long happy day they had passed at 
Holy Island. 

‘¢ How I’d like to go back to it!” said Lucy, earnestly. 

‘¢To the time, or to the place? To which would you wish 
to go back?” 

‘¢To the Nest,” said Lucy, blushing slightly; ‘* they were 
about the happiest days I ever knew, and dear papa was with 
us then.” 

*¢ And is it not possible that you may all meet together 
there one of these days? Hell not remain at the Cape, 
will he?” 

‘*T was forgetting that you knew him,” said she, warmly ; 
‘* you met papa since I saw you last: he wrote about you, 
and told how kindly and tenderly you had nursed him on his 
voyage.” 

‘¢ Oh, did he? Did he indeed speak of me?” cried Trafford, 
with intense emotion. 

‘¢He not only spoke warmly about his affection for you, 
but he showed pain and jealousy when he thought that 
some newer friends had robbed him of you — but perhaps 
you forget the Cape and all about it.” 

Trafford’s face became crimson, and what answer he might 
have made to this speech there is no knowing, when Tom cried 
out, ‘* We are going to have our coffee and cigar on the rocks, 
Lucy, but you will come with us.” 

‘¢Of course; I have had three long days of my own com- 
pany, and am quite wearied of it.” 

In the little cleft to which they repaired, a small stream 
divided the space, leaving only room for two people on the 
rocks at either side; and after some little jesting as to who 
was to have the coffee-pot, and who the brandy-flask, Tom 
and Cave nestled in one corner, while Lucy and Trafford, with 
more caution as to proximity, seated themselves on the rock 
opposite. 

‘We were talking about the Cape, Major Trafford, I 
think,” said Lucy, determined to bring him back to the 
dreaded theme. 


ON THE ISLAND, 87 


‘* Were we? I think not; I think we were remembering all 
the pleasant days beside the Shannon.” 

‘* If you please, more sugar and no brandy; and now for 
the Cape.” 

‘*T ll just hand them the coffee,” said he, rising and cross- 
ing over to the others. 

‘* Won’t she let you smoke, Trafford?” said Tom, seeing 
the unlighted cigar in the other’s fingers; ‘‘ come over here, 
then, and escape the tyranny.” 

‘¢T was just saying,” cried Cave, ‘¢ I wish our Government 
would establish a protectorate, as they call it, over these 
islands, and send us out here to garrison them; I call this 
downright paradise.” 

‘*You may smoke, Major Trafford,” said Lucy, as he 
returned; ‘* I am very tolerant about tobacco.” 

‘¢T don’t care for it —at least not now.” 

**You’d rather tell me about the Cape,” said she, with a 
sly langh. ‘* Well, I’m all attention.” 

‘* There’s really nothing to tell,” said he, in confusion. 
** Your father will have told you already what a routine 
sort of thing life is, —always meeting the same people, — 
made ever more uniform by their official stations. It’s al- 
ways the Governor, and the Chief-Justice, and the Bishop, 
and the Attorney-General.” 

‘‘ But they have wives and daughters?” 

‘¢ Yes; but official people’s wives and daughters are always 
of the same pattern. ‘They are only females of the species.” 

‘¢ So that you were terribly bored?” 

‘¢ Just so, — terribly bored.” 

‘¢ What a boon from heaven it must have been then to have 
met the Sewells! ” said she, with a well-put-on carelessness. 

‘¢Oh, your father mentioned the Sewells, did he?” asked 
Trafford, eagerly. 

‘¢T should think he did mention them! Why, they were 
the people he was so jealous of. He said that you were con- 
stantly with him till they came, — his companion, in fact, — 
and that he grieved heavily over your desertion of him.” 

‘¢ There was nothing like desertion; besides,” added he, 
after a moment, ‘‘I never suspected he attached any value 


to my society.” 
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‘‘Very modest, certainly ; and probably, as the Sewells did 
attach this value, you gave it where it was fully appreciated.” 

‘¢]T wish I had never met them,” muttered Trafford; and 
though the words were mumbled beneath his breath, she 
heard them. 

‘¢ That sounds very ungratefully,” said she, with a smile, 
‘sif but one half of what we hear be true.” 

‘¢ What is it you have heard?” 

‘¢T’m keeping Major Trafford from his cigar, Tom; he’s 
too punctilious to smoke in my company, and so I shall leave 
him to you;” and so saying, she arose, and turned towards 
the cottage. 

Trafford followed her on the instant, and overtook her at 
the porch. 

‘¢One word, — only one,” cried he, eagerly. ‘‘ I see how 
I have been misrepresented to you. I see what you must 
think of me; but will you only hear me?” 

‘¢T have no right to hear you,” said she, coldly. 

‘¢ Oh, do not say so, Lucy,” cried he, trying to take her 
hand, but which she quickly withdrew from him. ‘* Do not 
say that you withdraw from me the only interest that at- 
taches me to life. If you knew how friendless I am, you 
would not leave me.” 

‘¢ He upon whom fortune smiles so pleasantly very seldom 
wants for any blandishments the world has to give; at least, 
I have always heard that people are invariably courteous to 
the prosperous.” 

*¢ And do you talk of me as prosperous? ” 

‘¢ Why, you are my brother’s type of all that is luckiest 
in life. Only hear Tom on the subject! Hear him talk of 
his friend Trafford, and you will hear of one on whom all 
the good fairies showered their fairest gifts.” 

‘*The fairies have grown capricious, then. Has Tom 
told you nothing —I mean since he came back? ” 

‘¢ No; nothing.” 

‘¢ Then let me tell it.” 

In very few words, and with wonderfully little emotion, 
Trafford told the tale of his altered fortunes. Of course he 
did not reveal the reasons for which he had been disinherited, 
but loosely implied that his conduct had displeased his 
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father, and with his mother he had never been a favorite. 
“ Mine,” said he, ‘‘is the vulgar story that almost every 
family has its instance of, — the younger son, who goes into 
the world with the pretensions of a good house, and forgets 
that he himself is as poor as the neediest man in the regi- 
ment. They grew weary of my extravagance, and, indeed, 
they began to get weary of myself, and I am not surprised 
at it! and the end has come at last. They have cast me off, 
and, except my commission, I have now nothing in the world. 
I told Tom all this, and his generous reply was, ‘ Your 
poverty only draws you nearer to us.’ Yes, Lucy, these 
were his words. Do you think that his sister could have 
spoken them?” 

‘* Before she could do so, she certainly should be satisfied 
on other grounds than those that touch your fortune,” said 
Lucy, gravely. 

‘* And it was to give her that same satisfaction I came 
here,” cried he, eagerly. ‘‘I accepted Tom’s invitation on 
the sole pledge that I could vindicate myself to you. I 
know what is laid to my charge, and I know too how hard 
it will be to clear myself without appearing like a coxcomb.” 
He grew crimson as he said this, and the shame that over- 
whelmed him was a better advocate than all his words. 
‘* But,” added he, ‘* you shall think me vain, conceited, — 
a puppy, if you will, —but you shall not believe me false. 
Will you listen to me?” 

‘¢ On one condition I will,” said she, calmly. 

‘* Name your condition. What is it?” 

‘¢ My condition is this: that when I have heard you out, 
—pheard all that you care to tell me —if it should turn out 
that I am not satisfied —I mean, if it appear to me a case in 
which I ought not to be satisfied — you will pledge your 
word that this conversation will be our last together.” 

‘¢ But, Lucy, in what spirit will you judge me? If you 
can approach the theme thus coldly, it gives me little hope 
that you will wish to acquit me.” 

A deep blush covered her face as she turned away her 
head, but made no answer. 

‘¢ Be only fair, however,” cried he, eagerly. ‘‘I ask for 
nothing more.” He drew her arm within his as he spoke, 
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and they turned towards the beach where a little sweep of 
the bay lay hemmed in between lofty rocks. ‘‘ Here goes 
my last throw for fortune,” said Trafford, after they had 
strolled along some minutes in silence. ‘‘ And oh, Lucy, 
if you knew how I would like to prolong these minutes 
before, as it may be, they are lost to me forever! If you 
knew how I would like to give this day to happiness and 
hope! ” 

She said nothing, but walked along with her head down, 
her face slightly averted from him. 

‘¢T have not told you of my visit to the Priory,” said he, 
suddenly. 

‘¢ No; how came you to go there?” 

‘¢T went to see the place where you had lived, to see the 
garden you had tended, and the flowers you loved, Lucy. I 
took away this bit of jasmine from a tree that overhung a 
little rustic seat. It may be, for aught I know, all that may 
remain to me of you ere this day closes.” 

‘¢ My dear little garden! I was so fond of it!” she said, 
concealing her emotion as well as she could. 

‘‘T am such a coward,” said he, angrily; ‘‘I declare I 
grow ashamed of myself. If any one had told me I would 
have skulked danger in this wise, I’d have scouted the idea! 
Take this, Lucy,” said he, giving her the sprig of withered 
jasmine; ‘‘if what I shall tell you exculpate me—if you 
are satisfied that I am not unworthy of your love, — you will 
give it back to me; if I fail—” He could not go on, and 
another silence of some seconds ensued. 

‘*You know the compact now?” asked he, after a 
moment. She nodded assent. 

For full five minutes they walked along without a word, 
and then Trafford, at first timidly, but by degrees more 
boldly, began a narrative of his visit to the Sewells’ house. 
It is not — nor need it be — our task to follow him through 
a long narrative, broken, irregular, and unconnected as it 
was. Hampered by the difficulties which on each side beset 
him of disparaging those of whom he desired to say no word 
of blame, and of still vindicating himself from all charge of 
dishonor, he was often, it must be owned, entangled, and 
sometimes scarcely intelligible. He owned to have been led 
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into high play against his will, and equally against his will 
induced to form an intimacy with Mrs. Sewell, which, be- 
ginning in a confidence, wandered away into Heaven knows 
what of sentimentality, and the like. Trafford talked of 
Lucey Lendrick and his love, and Mrs. Sewell talked of 
her cruel husband and her misery; and they ended by 
making a little stock-fund of affection, where they came in 
common to make their deposits and draw their cheques on 
fortune. 

All this intercourse was the more dangerous that he never 
knew its danger; and though, on looking back, he was 
astonished to think what intimate relations subsisted between 
them, yet, at the time, these had not seemed in the least 
strange to him. To her sad complaints of neglect, ill-usage, 
and insult, he offered such consolations as occurred to him: 
nor did it seem to him that there was any peril in his path, 
till his mother burst forth with that atrocious charge against 
Mrs. Sewell for having seduced her son, and which, so far 
from repelling with the indignation it might have evoked, 
she appeared rather to bend under, and actually seek his 
protection to shelter her. Weak and broken by his accident 
at the race, these difficulties almost overcame his reason; 
never was there, to his thinking, such a web of entanglement. 
The hospitality of the house he was enjoying outraged and 
violated by the outbreaks of his mother’s temper; Sewell’s 
confidence in him betrayed by the confessions he daily lis- 
tened to from his wife; her sorrows and griefs all tending to 
a dependence on his counsels which gave him a partnership 
in her conduct. ‘* With all these upon me,” said he, ‘**I 
don’t think I was actually mad, but very often I felt terribly 
close to it. A dozen times a day I would willingly have 
fought Sewell; as willingly would I have given all I ever 
hoped to possess in the world to enable his wife to fly his 
tyranny, and live apart from him. I so far resented my 
mother’s outrageous conduct, that I left her without a 
good-bye.” 

I can no more trace him through this wandering expla- 
nation than I dare ask my reader to follow. It was wild, 
broken, and discursive. Now interrupted by protestations 
of innocence, now dashed by acknowledgments of sorrow, 
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who knows if his unartistic story did not serve him better 
than a more connected narrative, — there was such palpable 
truth in it! 

Nor was Lucy less disposed to leniency that he who 
pleaded before her was no longer the rich heir of a great 
estate, with a fair future before him, but one poor and por- 
tionless as herself. In the reserve with which he shrouded 
his quarrel with his family, she fancied she could see the 
original cause, — his love for her; and if this were so, what 
more had she need of to prove his truth and fidelity? Who 
knows if her woman’s instinct had not revealed this to her? 
Who knows if, in that finer intelligence of the female mind, 
she had not traced out the secret of the reserve that ham- 
pered him, of the delicate forbearance with which he avoided 
the theme of his estrangement from his family? And if so, 
what a plea was it for him! Poor fellow, thought she, what 
has he not given up for me! 

Rich men make love with great advantages on their side. 
There is no doubt that he who can confer demesnes and 
diamonds has much in his favor. The power that abides in 
wealth adds marvellous forcé to the suitor’s tale; but there 
is, be it owned, that in poverty which, when allied with a 
sturdy self-dependence, appeals wonderfully to a woman’s 
mind. She feels all the devotion that is offered her, and she 
will not be outdone in generosity. It is so fine of him, when 
others care for nothing but wealth and riches, to be satisfied 
with humble fortune, and with me’ There is the summing 
up, and none need be more conclusive. 

How long Trafford might have gone on strengthening his 
case, and calling up fresh evidence to his credit, — by what 
force of words he might still have sustained his character 
for fidelity, —there is no saying; but his eloquence was 
suddenly arrested by the sight of Cave and Tom coming to 
meet them. 

‘Oh, Lucy,” cried he, ‘¢ do not quit my arm till you tell 
me my fate. For very pity’s sake, do not leave me in the 
misery of this anxiety,” said he, as she disengaged herself, 
affecting to arrange her shawl. 

‘‘T have a word to say to my brother,” said she, hur- 
riedly; ‘‘keep this sprig of jasmine for me. I mean to 
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plant it somewhere ;” and without another word she hastened 
away and made for the house. 

**So we shall have to sail at once, Trafford,” said Cave. 
‘*The Admiral has sent over the ‘ Gondomar’ to fetch us; 
and here ’s a lieutenant with a despatch waiting for us at the 
cottage.” 

‘*The service may go— No, I don’t mean that; but if 
you sail to-morrow you sail without me.” 

“Have you made it all right?” whispered Tom in his ear. 

‘*T’m the happiest fellow in Europe,” said he, throwing 
his arm round the other’s shoulder. ‘*Come here, Tom, and 
let me tell you all — all.” 


CHAPTER VA: 
HOW CHANGED! 


WE are once more at the Priory; but how changed is it all! 
Billy Haire himself scarcely recognizes the old spot, and 
indeed comes now but seldom to visit it; for the Chief has 
launched out into the gay world, and entertains largely at 
dinner, and even gives déjeiners dansants, — foreign inno- 
vations at which he was wont to inveigh with vehemence. 

The old elm under whose shade Avonmore and the wits 
used to sit of an evening, beneath whose leafy canopy 
Curran had jested and Moore had sung, was cut down, and 
a large tent of gaudy blue and white spread its vulgar wings 
over innumerable breakfast-tables, set forth with what the ~ 
newspapers call every delicacy of the season. 

The Horatian garden, and the Roman house — conceits of 
an old Lord Chancellor in former times, and once objects 
of almost veneration in Sir William’s eyes — have been 
swept away, with all their attendant details of good or bad 
taste, and in their place a fountain has been erected, for 
whose aquatic displays, be it noted in parenthesis, two 
horses and as many men are kept in full employ. Of the 
wild old woodland walks — shady and cool, redolent of 
sweet-brier and honeysuckle — not a trace remains; driving- 
roads, wide enough for a pony-carriage, have been substi- 
tuted for these, and ruthless gaps in the dense wood open 
long vistas to the eye, in a spot where once it was the sense 
of enclosure and seclusion that imparted the chief charm. 
For so it is, coming out of the din and bustle of a great 
city, there is no attraction which can vie with whatever 
breathes of tranquillity, and seems to impart peace by an air 
of unbroken quiet. It was for this very quality the Priory 
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had gained its fame. Within doors the change was as 
great as without. New, and, be it admitted, more comfort- 
able furniture had replaced the old ponderous objects which, 
in every form of ugliness, had made the former decorations 
of the rooms. All was now light, tasteful, elegant. All 
invited to ease of intercourse, and suggested that pleasant 
union of social enjoyment with self-indulgence which our 
age seems to cultivate. But of all the changes and muta- 
tions which a short time had effected, none could compete 
with that in the old Chief himself. Through life he had 
been studiously attentive to neatness and care in his dress; 
it was with something of pride that he exhibited little traits 
of costume that revived bygone memories; and his long 
white hair, brushed rigidly back, and worn as a queue 
behind, and his lace ruffies, recalled a time when these were 
distinctive signs of class and condition. 

His sharply cut and handsome features were well served 
by the well-marked temples and lofty head that surmounted 
them, and which the drawn-back hair displayed to full 
advantage; and what a terrible contrast did the expres- 
sion present when a light-brown wig covered his head, and 
a lock of childlike innocence graced his forehead! The 
large massive eyebrows, so impressive in their venerable 
whiteness, were now dyed of a dark hue; and to prevent 
the semblance of ghastliness which this strong color might 
impart to the rest of the face, a faint tinge of rouge was 
given to the cheek, thus lending to the whole features an 
expression of mingled smirk and severity as little like the 
former look of dignified intelligence as might be. 

A tightly fitting frock-coat and a colored cravat, fastened 
with a massive jewelled pin, completed a travesty which, 
strange to say, imparted its character to his gait, and 
made itself evident in his carriage. 

His manner, too, —that admirable courtesy of a bygone 
day, of which, when unprovoked by a personal encounter, 
he was a master, — was now replaced by an assumed soft- 
ness, — an ill-put-on submission that seemed to require all 
his watchfulness never to forget. 

If his friends deplored and his enemies exulted over this 
unbecoming change in one who, whatever his defects, had 
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eyer displayed the force and power of a commanding intel- 
lect, the secret was known to few. A violent and unseemly 
attack had been made in the ‘‘House” against him by some 
political partisan, who alleged that his advanced age and 
failing faculties urgently demanded his retirement from the 
Bench, and calling loudly on the Government to enforce a 
step which nothing but the tenacity and obstinacy of age 
would have refused to accept voluntarily and even grate- 
fully. 

In the discussion — it was not debate — that the subject 
gave rise to, the year of his birth was quoted, the time he 
had been first called, and the long period he had served on 
the Bench; and if his friends were strong in their evidences 
of his unfailing powers and unclouded faculties, his assail- 
ants adduced instances in which he had mistaken the suitors 
and misstated the case. His temper, too, imperious even 
to insult, had, it was said, driven many barristers from his 
court, where few liked to plead except such as were his 
abject and devoted followers. 

When the attack appeared in the morning papers, Beattie 
drove out in all haste to the Priory to entreat that the news- 
papers should be withheld from him, and all mention of the 
offensive subject be carefully avoided. The doctor was 
shown into the room where the Sewells were at breakfast, 
and at once eagerly announced the reason for his early 
visit. 

‘*You are too late, doctor,” said Sewell; ‘‘he had read 
every line of it before we came downstairs. He made me 
listen to it, too, before I could go to breakfast.” 

‘**And how did he bear it?” 

‘On the whole, I think well. He said they were incor- 
rect about the year he was called, and also as to the time he 
entered Parliament. With regard to the man who made the 
attack, he said, ‘ It is my turn to be biographer now; let us 
see if the honorable member will call the victory his.’ ” 

‘*He must do nothing of the kind. I will not answer for 
his life if he gives way to these bursts of temper.” 

‘*‘T declare I think I’d not interfere with him,” drawled 
out Sewell, as he broke an egg. ‘‘I suspect it’s better to 
let those high-pressure people blow off their steam.” 
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‘I’m sure Dr. Beattie is right,” interposed Mrs. Sewell, 
who saw in the doctor’s face an unmistakable look of dis- 
gust at the Colonel’s speech. 

**T repeat, sir,” said Beattie, gravely, “that it is a ques- 
tion of Sir William’s life; he cannot survive another attack 
like his last one.” 

*‘Tt has always been a matter of wonder to me how he has 
lived so long. To go on existing, and be so sensitive to 
public opinion, is something quite beyond my comprehen- 
sion.” 

**You would not mind such attacks, then?” said Beattie, 
with a very slight sneer. 

‘**T should think not! A man must be a fool if he does n’t 
know there are scores of fellows who don’t like him; and he 
must be an unlucky dog if there are not others who envy 
him for something or other, though it only be his horse or 
his dog, his waistcoat or his wife.” 

In the look of malevolence he threw across the table as 
he spoke this, might be read the concentrated hate of one 
who loved to insult his victim. The doctor saw it, and 
rose to leave, disgusted and angry. ‘‘I suppose Sir Wil- 
liam knows I am here?” said he, coldly. 

‘*T suspect not,” said Sewell. ‘‘If you’ll talk to my wife, 
or look over the ‘ Times,’ I’ll go and tell him.” 

The Chief Baron was seated at his writing-table when 
Sewell entered, and angrily cried out, ‘‘Who is there?” 

‘*Sewell, my Lord. May I come in?” 

“Sir, you have taken that liberty in anticipation of the 
request. What do you want?” 

“T came to say, my Lord, that Dr. Beattie is here.” 

‘*Who sent for him, sir?” 

“Not I, my Lord, certainly.” 

*“‘T repeat my question, sir, and expect a direct answer.” 

“TI can only repeat my answer, my Lord. He was not 
sent for by me or with my knowledge.” 

‘‘So that I am to understand that his presence here is 
not the result of any active solicitude of my family for the 
consequences of this new outrage upon my feelings;” and 
he clutched the newspaper as he spoke, and shook it with 
passion. 
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‘‘T assure you, my Lord, Beattie has come here of his 
own accord.” 

‘‘But on account of this! ” and the words came from him 
with a hissing sound that denoted intense anger. Sewell 
made a gesture to imply that it might be so, but that he 
himself knew nothing of it. ‘‘Tell him, then, sir, that the 
Chief Baron regrets he cannot see him; that he is at this 
moment engaged with the reply to a late attack in the 
House of Commons, which he desires to finish before post 
hour; and add, sir, that he is in the best of health and in 
excellent spirits, — facts which will afford him increased 
enjoyment, if Dr. Beattie will only be kind enough to men- 
tion them widely in the course of his visits.” 

“*T’m delighted, my Lord, to be charged with such a mes- 
sage,” said Sewell, with a well-assumed joy. 

“*T am glad, sir, to have pleased you, at the same time 
that I have gained your approbation.” 

There was a haughty tone in the way these words were 
delivered that for an instant made Sewell doubt whether 
they meant approval or reprimand; but he thought he saw 
a look of self-satisfied vanity in the old man’s face, and he 
merely bowed his thanks for the speech. 

‘*What do you think, sir, they have had the hardihood to 
say in the House of Commons?” cried the Chief, while his 
cheek grew crimson and his eye flashed fire. ‘‘They say 
that, looking to the perilous condition of Ireland, with a 
widespread conspiracy through the land, and rebellion in 
most daring form bearding the authorities of the Crown, it 
is no time to see one of the chief seats of justice occupied 
by one whose achievements in Crown prosecutions date from 
the state trials of ’98! In which capacity, sir, am I 
assailed? Is it as Patriarch or Patriot? Am I held up to 
obloquy because I came into the world at a certain year, or 
because I was one of the counsel for Wolfe Tone? From 
whom, too, come these slanderous assaults? Do these puny 
slanderers not yet know that it is with men as with plants, 
and that though the dockweed is rotten within a few weeks, 
the oak takes centuries to reach maturity? 

“There were men in the Administration once, sir, in 
whom I had that confidence I could have placed my office 
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in their hands with the full conviction it would have been 
worthily conferred, — men above the passions of party, and 
who saw in public life other ambitions than the struggles 
for place. I see these men no longer. They who now 
compose the Cabinet inspire no trust; with them I will not 
treat.” 

Exhausted by this outburst of passion, he lay back in his 
chair, breathing heavily, and to all seeming overcome. 

**Shall I get you anything, my Lord?” whispered Sewell. 

The old man smiled faintly, and whispered, ‘‘ Nothing.” 

‘**T wish, my Lord,” said Sewell, as he bent over his chair, 
— “I wish I could dare to speak what is passing in my 
mind; and that I had that place in your Lordship’s esteem 
which might give my words any weight.” 

“*Speak — say on,” said he, faintly. 

‘*What I would say is this, my Lord,” said Sewell, with 
increased force, “that these attacks on your Lordship are 
in a great measure provoked by yourself.” 

‘*Provyoked by me! and how, sir?” cried the Chief, 
angrily. 

**In this wise, my Lord. You have always held your 
libellers so cheap that you actually encourage their assaults. 
You, in the full vigor of your faculties, alive to the latest 
events, interested in all that science discovers or invention 
develops, persist in maintaining, both in your mode of liv- 
ing and your companionship, a continued reference to the 
past. With a wit that could keep pace with the brightest, 
and an imagination more alive than the youngest men can 
boast, you vote yourself old, and live with the old. Why, 
my Lord, is it any wonder that they try you on the indict- 
ment you have yourself drawn up? I have only to ask you 
to look across the Channel and see the men — your own 
contemporaries, your colleagues too— who escape these 
slanders, simply because they keep up with the modes and 
habits of the day. Their equipages their retinues, their 
dress, are all such as fashion sanctions. Nothing in their 
appearance reminds the world that they lived with the grand- 
fathers of those around them; and I say, my Lord, if these 
men can do this, how much easier would it be for you to do 
it? You, whose quick intellect the youngest in vain try to 
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cope with; you who are readier in repartee, — younger, in 
fact, in all the freshness of originality and in all the play 
of fancy, than the smartest wits of the day. 

“My Lord, it has not been without a great effort of cour- 
age I have dared to speak thus boldly; but I have so often 
talked the subject over with my wife, and she, with a 
woman’s wit, has so thoroughly entered into the theme, that 
I felt, even at the hazard of your displeasure, I ought to risk 
the telling you.” After a pause, he added: ‘It was but 
yesterday my wife said, ‘ If papa,’— you know, my Lord, it 
is so she calls you in secret, —‘ if papa will only cease to 
dress like a church dignitary, he will not look above fifty, 
— fifty four or five at most.’ ” 

‘“*T own,” said the Judge, slowly, “it has often struck me 
as strange how little animadversion the Press bestowed upon 
my English colleagues for their advanced years, and how 
persistently they commented on mine; and yet the history 
of Ireland does not point to the early decline of intellectual 
power. They are fond of showing the characteristics that 
separate us, but they have never adduced this one.” 

‘*T hope I have your Lordship’s forgiveness for my. bold- 
ness,” said Sewell, with humility. 

‘*You have more, sir, — you have my gratitude for an 
affectionate solicitude. I will think over what you have 
said when I am alone.” 

‘It will make me a very proud man if I find that my 
words have had weight with you. Iam to tell Beattie, my 
Lord, that you are engaged, and cannot see him?” said he, 
moving towards the door. 

‘*Yes. Say that I am occupied with my reply to this 
slander. Tell him if he likes to dine with me at six —” 

‘*T beg pardon, my Lord — but my wife hoped you would 
dine with us to-day. We have afew young soldiers, and 
two or three pretty women coming to us —” 

‘‘Make my compliments to Mrs. Sewell, and say I am 
charmed to accept her invitation.” 

Sewell took his leave with every token of respectful grati- 
tude. But no sooner had he reached the stairs than he 
burst into a fit of laughter. ‘*Would any one have believed 
that the old fool would have swallowed the bait? I was so 
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terrified at my own temerity, I’d have given the world to be 
out of the scrape! I declare, if my mother could be got rid 
of, we’d have him leading something of sixteen to the altar. 
Well, if this acute attack of youth doesn’t finish him, he 
must have the constitution of an elephant.” 


CHAPTER. VII. 
HOW TO MEET A SCANDAL. 


Wuen the Government of the day had found that all their 
efforts to induce the Chief Baron to retire from the Bench 
were failures, — when they saw him firmly decided to accept 
nothing less than that price which they would not pay, — 
with a littleness which, it is but fair to own, took its origin 
from Mr. Cholmondely Balfour, they determined to pass 
upon him a slight which he could not but feel most painfully. 

It happened in this wise. At the time I speak of Ireland 
was suffering from one of those spasmodic attacks of rebel- 
lion which every now and then occur through the chronic 
disaffection of the country, just as certain eruptions are 
thrown out over the body to relieve, as is supposed, some 
feverish tendencies of the system. 

Now, although the native thinks no more of these passing 
troubles than would an old Indian of an attack of the 
‘‘prickly heat,” to the English mind they always suggest 
danger, tend to increase the military force of the kingdom, 
and bring on in Parliament one of those Irish debates — a 
political sham fight — where, though there is a good deal of 
smoke, bustle, and confusion, nobody is hurt, nor, if the 
truth be told, is any one the better when it is over. 

Through such a paroxysm was Ireland now passing. It 
matters little to our purpose to give it a specific name, for 
the Whiteboy or the Rockite, the Terry-alt, the Ribbonman, 
or the Fenian are the same; there being only one character 
in this dreary drama, however acute Viceroys and energetic 
secretaries may affect to think they are ‘‘assisting” at the 
representation of a perfectly new piece, with new scenery, 
dresses, and decorations. 
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In ordinary disturbances in Ireland, whenever they rose 
above the dignity of local mischief, the assistance and sym- 
pathy of France was always used as a sort of menace to 
England. It was a threat very certain to irritate, if it did 
no more. As, however, by course of time, we grew to form 
closet relations with France, —to believe, or affect to 
believe, —I am not very sure which, — that we had outlived 
old grudges, and had become rather ashamed of old rival- 
ries, France could not be employed as the bugbear it had 
once been. Fortunately for Irish rebellion, America was 
quite prepared to take the vacant post, and with this im- 
mense additional gain, that the use of our own language 
enabled our disaffected in the States to revile us with a free- 
dom and a vigor which, if there be that benefit which is said 
to exist in ‘‘seeing ourselves as others see us,” ought un- 
questionably to redound to our future good. 

' The present movement had gone so far as to fill the public 
mind with terror, and our jails with suspected traitors. To 
try these men a special commission had been named by the 
Government, from which, contrary to custom, the Chief 
Baron had been omitted. Nor was this all. The various 
newspapers supposed to be organs, or at least advocates, of 
the Ministry, kept up a continuous stream of comment on 
the grave injury to a country, at a crisis like that then 
present, to have one of its chief judicial seats occupied by 
one whose age and infirmities totally disabled him from 
rendering those services which the Crown and the nation 
alike had a right to expect from him. 

Stories, for the most part untrue, of the Chief Baron’s 
mistakes on the Bench appeared daily. Imaginary suitors, 
angry solicitors, and such-like — the Bar was too dignified 
to join in the ery — wrote letters averring this, that, or the 
other cruel wrong inflicted upon them through the ‘‘senile 
incapacity of this obstructive and vain old man.” 

Never was there a less adroit tactic. Every insult they 
hurled at him only suggested a fresh resolve to hold his 
ground. To attack such a man was to evoke every spark of 
vigorous resistance in his nature, to stimulate energies 
which nothing short of outrage could awaken, and to call 
into activity powers which, in the ordinary course of events, 
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would have fallen into decline and decay. As he expressed 
it, ‘‘in trying to extinguish the lamp they have only trimmed 
the wick.” When, through Sewell’s pernicious counsels, 
the old Judge determined to convince the world of his judi- 
cial fitness by coming out a young man, dressed in the latest 
fashion, and affecting in his gait and manner the last fop- 
peries of the day, all the reserve which respect for his great 
abilities had imposed was thrown aside, and the papers now 
assailed him with a ridicule that was downright indecent. 
The print shops, too, took up the theme, and the windows 
were filled with caricatures of every imaginable degree of 
absurdity. 

There was one man to whom these offensive attacks gave 
pain only inferior to what they inflicted on the Chief him- 
self, —this was his friend Haire. To have lived to see the 
great object of all his homage thus treated by an ungrateful 
country, seemed to him the direst of all calamities. Over 
and over did he ponder with himself whether such depravity 
of public feeling portended the coming decline of the nation, 
and whether such gross forgetfulness of great services was 
not to be taken as a sign of approaching dissolution. 

It was true that since the Sewells had taken up their resi- 
dence at the Priory he had seen but little of his distin- 
guished friend. All the habits, the hours, and the associa- 
tions of the house had been changed. The old butler, who 
used to receive Haire when he arrived on terms of humble 
friendship, telling him in confidence, before he went in, the 
temper in which he should find the Judge, what crosses or 
worries had recently befallen him, and what themes it might 
be discreet to avoid, — he was pensioned off, and in his 
place a smart Englishman, Mr. Cheetor, now figured, —a 
gentleman whose every accent, not to speak of his dress, 
would have awed poor Haire into downright subjection. 
The large back hall, through which you passed into the gar- 
den, —a favorite stroll of Haire’s in olden times, — was 
now a billiard room, and generally filled with fine ladies 
and gentlemen engaged in playing; the very sight of a lady 
with a billiard cue, and not impossibly a cigarette, being 
shocks to the old man’s notions only short of seeing the fair 
delinquent led off to the watchhouse. The drowsy quietude 
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of the place, so grateful after the crush and tumult of a city, 
was gone; and there was the clang of a pianoforte, the rattle 
of the billiard balls, the loud talk and loud laughter of 
morning visitors, in its stead. The quaint old gray liveries 
were changed for coats of brilliant claret color. Even to 
the time-honored glass of brandy-and-water which welcomed 
Haire as he walked out from town there was revolution; 
and the measure of the old man’s discomfiture was com- 
plete as the silvery-tongued butler offered him his choice of 
hock and seltzer or claret-cup! 

**Does the Chief like all this? Is it possible that at his 
age these changes can please him?” muttered Haire, as he 
sauntered one day homeward, sad and dispirited; and it 
would not have been easy to resolve the question. 

There was so much that flattered the old Judge’s vanity, 
—so much that addressed itself to that consciousness that 
his years were no barrier to his sentiments, that into all that 
went on in life, whatever of new that men introduced into 
their ways or habits, he was just as capable of entering as 
the youngest amongst them; and this avidity to be behind 
in nothing showed itself in the way he would read the sport- 
ing papers, and make himself up in the odds at Newmarket 
and the last news of the Cambridge Eleven. It is true, 
never was there a more ready-money payment than the 
admiration he reaped from all this; and enthusiastic cornets 
went so far as to lament how the genius that might have 
done great things at Doncaster had been buried in a Court 
of Exchequer. ‘‘I wish he’d tell us who’ll win the Riggles- 
worth ” — ‘‘I’d give a fifty to know what he thinks of Polly 
Perkins for the cup,” were the dropping utterances of mus- 
tachioed youths who would have turned away inattentive on 
any mention of his triumphs in the Senate or at the Bar. 

“TI declare, mother,” said Sewell, in one of those morn- 
ing calls at Merrion Square in which he kept her alive to 
the events of the Priory, — ‘‘I declare, mother, if we could 
get you out of the way, I think he’d marry again. He’s 
uncommonly tender towards one of those Lascelles girls, 
nieces of the Viceroy, and I am certain he would propose 
for her.” 

“I’m sure I’m very sorry I should be an obstacle to him, 
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especially as it prevents him from crowning the whole folly 
of his life.” 

‘¢ She ’s a great horsewoman, and he has given me a com- 
mission to get him a saddle-horse to ride with her.” 

‘¢ Which of course you will not.” 

‘¢Which of course I will, though. I’m going about it 
now. He has been very intractable about stable matters 
hitherto; the utmost we could do was to exchange the old 
long-tailed coach-horses, and get rid of that vile old char- 
iot; but if we get him once launched into riding hacks, we ‘ll 
have something to mount us.” 

‘¢ And when his granddaughter returns, will not all go 
back to the former state?” 

‘¢ First of all, she’s not coming. There’s a split in that 
quarter, and in all likelihood an irremediable one.” 

‘¢How so? What has she done?” 

‘“‘She has fallen in love with a young fellow as poor as 
herself; and her brother Tom has written to the Chief to 
know if he sees any reason why they should not marry. 
The very idea of an act of such insubordination as falling 
in love of. course outraged him. He took my wife into his 
counsels besides, and she, it would appear, gave a most 
unfavorable character of the suitor, — said he was a gam- 
bler, — and we all know what a hopeless thing «that is ! — 
that his family had thrown him off; that he had gone 
through the whole of his patrimony, and was, in short, just 
as bad ‘a lot’ as could well be found.” 

‘¢ She was quite right to say so,” burst in Lady Lendrick. 
‘¢T really do not see how she could have done otherwise.” 

‘¢Perhaps not; the only possible objection was, that there 
was no truth in it all.” 

‘¢ Not true!” 

‘** Not a word of it, except what relates to his quarrel with 
his family. As for the rest, he is pretty much like other 
fellows of his age and time of life. He has done the sort 
of things they all do, and hitherto has come fairly enough 
out of them.” 

‘¢ But what motive could she have had for blackening him?” 

‘* Ask her, mother,” said he, with a grin of devilish spite- 
fulness, — ‘¢ just ask her; and even if she won’t tell you, 
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your woman’s wit will find out the reason without her 
aid.” 

**T declare, Dudley, you are too bad, — too a ” said 
she, coloring with anger as she spoke. 

coy should: say, Too good,—too good by half, mother; 
at least, if endurance be any virtue. The world is beauti- 
fully generous towards us husbands. We are either mon- 
sters of cruelty, or we come into that category the French 
call ‘complaisant.’ I can’t say I have any fancy for either 
class; but if I am driven to a choice, I accept the part 
which meets the natural easiness of my disposition, the 
general kindliness of my character.” 

For an instant Lady Lendrick’s eyes flashed with a fiery 
indignation, and she seemed about to reply with anger; but 
with an effort she controlled her passion, and took a turn 
or two in the room without speaking. At last, having re- 
covered her calm, she said, ‘‘ Is the marriage project then 
broken off?” 

‘* So far as the Chief is concerned, it is. He has written 
a furious letter to his granddaughter, —dwelt forcibly on 
the ingratitude of her conduct. There is nothing old people 
so constantly refer to ingratitude as young folks falling in 
love. It is strange what a close tie would seem to connect 
this sin of ingratitude with the tender passion. He has 
reminded her of all the good precepts and wise examples 
that were placed before her at the Priory, and how shame- 
fully she would seem to have forgotten them. He asks 
her, Did she ever see him fall in love? Did she ever see any 
weakness of this kind in Mrs. Beales the housekeeper, or 
Joe the gardener?” 

‘s What stuff and nonsense!” said Lady Lendrick, turn- 
ing angrily away from him. ‘‘ Sir William is not an angel, 
but as certainly he is not a fool.” 

‘¢There I differ from you altogether. He may be the 
craftiest lawyer, the wisest judge, the neatest scholar, and 
the best talker of his day, —these are all claims I cannot 
adjudicate on, —they are far and away above me. But I 
do pretend to know something about life and the world we 
live in, and I tell you that your all-accomplished Chief Baron 
is, in whatever relates to these, as consummate an ass as 
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ever I met with. It is not that he is sometimes wrong; it 
is that he is never right.” 

‘‘T can imagine he is ‘not very clever at billiards, and it 
is possible that there may be persons more conversant than 
he with the odds at Tattersall’s,” said she, with a sneer. 

‘¢Not bad things to know something about, either of 
them,” said he, quietly; ‘* but not exactly what I was allud- 
ing to. It is, however, somewhat amusing, mother, to see 
you come out as his defender. I assure you, honestly, when 
I counselled him on that new wig, and advised him to the 
choice of that dark velvet paletot, I never contemplated his 
making a conquest of you.” 

‘¢ He has done some unwise things in life,” said she, with 
a fierce energy; ‘‘ but I do not know if he has ever done 
so foolish a one as inviting you to come to live under his 
roof.” 

‘¢No, mother; the mistake was his not having done it 
earlier, — done it when he might have fallen in more readily 
with the wise changes I have introduced into his household, 
and when — most important element—he had a_ better 
balance at his banker’s. You can’t imagine what sums of 
money he has gone through.” 

‘¢ I know nothing —I do not desire to know anything — 
of Sir William’s money matters.” 

Not heeding in the slightest degree the tone of reproof 
she spoke in, he went on, in the train of his own thoughts: 
‘Yes! It would have made a considerable difference to 
each of us had we met somewhat earlier. It was a sort of 
backing I always wanted in life.” 

‘‘There was something else that you needed far more,” 
said she, with a sarcastic sternness. 

‘*I know what you mean, mother, —I know what it is. 
Your politeness will not permit you to mention it. You 
would hint that I might not have been the worse of a little 
honesty, — isn’t that it? I was certain of it. Well, do 
you know, mother, there ’s nothing in it, — positively nothing. 
I’ve met fellows who have tried it,— clever fellows too, 
some of them, — and they have universally admitted it was 
as great a sham as the other thing. As St. John said, 
Honesty is a sort of balloon jib, that will bowl you along 
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splendidly with fair weather; but when it comes on to blow, 
you ll soon find it better to shift your canvas and bend a 
very different sail. Now, men like myself are out in all 
kinds of weather; we want a handy rig and light tackle.” 

‘‘Is Lucy coming to luncheon?” said Lady Lendrick, 
most unmistakably showing how little palatable to her was 
his discourse. 

‘¢ Not she. She’s performing devoted mother up at the 
Priory, teaching Regy his catechism, or Cary her scales, 
or, what has an infinitely finer effect on the surrounders, 
dining with the children. Only dine with the children, and 
you may run a-muck through the Decalogue all the evening 
after.” 

And with this profound piece of morality he adjusted his 
hat before the glass, trimmed his whiskers, gave himself a 
friendly nod, and walked away. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
TWO MEN WELL MET. 


SewE tt had long coveted the suite of rooms known at the 
Priory as ‘‘ Miss Lucy’s.” They were on the ground- 
floor; they opened on a small enclosed garden of their own; | 
they had a delicious aspect; and it was a thousand pities 
they should be consigned to darkness and spiders while he 
wanted so much a snuggery of his own, —a little territory 
which could be approached without coming through the 
great entrance, and where he could receive his familiars, and 
a variety of other creatures whose externals alone would have 
denied them admittance to any decent household. 

Now, although Sir William’s letter to Lucy was the sort 
of document which, admitting no species of reply, usually 
closes a correspondence, Sewell had not courage to ask the 
Chief for the rooms in question. It would be too like 
peremptory action to be prudent. It might lead the old 
man to reconsider his judgment. Who knows what tender 
memories the thought might call up? Indeed, as Sewell 
himself remembered, he had seen fellows in India show great 
emotion at the sale of a comrade’s kit, though they had read 
the news of his death with comparative composure. ‘‘If 
the old fellow were to toddle in here, and see her chair and 
her writing-table and her easel, it might undo everything,” 
said he; so that he wisely resolved it would be better to 
occupy the premises without a title than endeavor to obtain 
them legitimately. 

By a slight effort of diplomacy with Mrs. Beales, he ob- 
tained possession of the key, and as speedily installed him- 
self in occupancy. Indeed, when the venerable housekeeper 
came round to see what the Colonel could possibly want to 
do with the rooms, she scarcely recognized them. A pipe- 
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rack covered one wall, furnished with every imaginable 
engine for smoke; a stand for rifles and fowling-pieces 
occupied a corner; some select prints of Derby winners 
and ballet celebrities were scattered about; while a small 
African monkey, of that color they call green, sat in a small 
arm-chair, of his own, near the window, apparently sunk in 
deep reflection. This creature, whom his master called 
Dundas — I am unable to say after what other representative 
of the name — was gifted with an instinctive appreciation 
of duns, and flew at the man who presented a bill as unerr- 
ingly as ever a bull rushed at the bearer of a red rag. 

How he learned to know tailors, shoemakers, and tobac- 
conists, and distinguish them from the rest of mankind, and 
how he recognized them as natural enemies, I cannot say. 
As for Sewell, he always spoke of the gift as the very 
strongest evidence in favor of the Darwinian theory, and 
declared it was the prospective sense of troubles to come 
that suggested the instinct. The chalk head, the portrait 
Lucy had made of Sir Brook, still hung over the fireplace. 
It would be a curious subject of inquiry to know why Sewell 
suffered it still to hold its place there. If there was a man 
in the world whom he thoroughly hated, it was Fossbrooke. 
If there was one to injure whom he would have bartered for- 
tune and benefit to himself, it was he. And how came it 
that he could bear to have this reminder of him so perpetu- 
ally before his eyes? — that the stern features should be ever 
bent upon him, — darkly, reproachfully lowering, as he had 
often seen them in life? If it were simply that his tenure of 
the place was insecure, what so easy as to replace the pic- 
ture, and why should he endure the insult of its presence 
there? No, there was some other reason, — some sentiment 
stronger than a reason, —some sense of danger in meddling 
with that man in any shape. Over and over again he vowed 
to himself he would hang it against a tree, and make a pistol- 
mark of it. Again and again he swore that he would destroy 
it; he even drew out his penknife to sever the head from 
the neck, significant sign of how he would like to treat the 
original; but yet he had replaced his knife, and repressed 
his resolve, and sat down again to brood over his anger 
inoperative. 
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To frown at the ‘‘ old rascal,” as he loved to call him, — 
to menace him with his fist as he passed, — to scowl at him 
as he sat before the fire, were, after all, the limits of his 
wrath; but still the picture exerted a certain influence over 
him, and actually inspired a sense of fear as well as a sense 
of hatred. 

Am I imposing too much on my reader’s memory by ask- 
ing him to recall a certain Mr. O’Reardon, in whose humble 
dwelling at Cullen’s Wood Sir Brook Fossbrooke was at one 
time a lodger? Mr. O’Reardon, though an official of one of 
the law courts, and a patriot by profession, may not have 
made that amount of impression necessary to retain a place 
in the reader’s recollection, nor indeed is it my desire to be 
exacting on this head. He is not the very best of company, 
and we shall not see much of him. 

When Sewell succeeded to the office of Registrar, which 
the old Judge carried against the Castle with a high hand, 
he found Mr. O’Reardon there; he had just been promoted 
to the rank of keeper of the waiting-room. In the same 
quick glance with which the shrewd Colonel was wont to 
single out a horse, and knew the exact sort of quality he 
possessed, he read this man, and saw with rapid intelligence 
the stuff he was made of, and the sort of service he could 
render. 

He called him into his office, and, closing the door, asked 
him a few questions about his former life. O’Reardon, long 
accustomed to regard the man who spoke with an English 
accent as an easy dupe, launched out on his devoted loyalty, 
the perils it had cost him, the hate to which his English 
attachment exposed him from his countrymen, and the little 
reward all his long-proved fidelity had ever won him; but 
Sewell cut him suddenly short with: ‘* Don’t try any of this 
sort of balderdash upon me, old fellow, — it’s only lost time ; 
I’ve been dealing with blackguards of your stamp all my 
life, and I read them like print.” 

‘Oh! your honor, them’s hard words, — blackguard, 
blackguard! to a decent man that always had a good name 
and a good character.” 

‘What I want you to understand is this,” said Sewell, 
scanning him keenly while he spoke, ‘‘ and to understand it 
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well: that if you intend to serve me, and make yourself use- 
ful in whatever way I see fit to employ you, there must be 
no humbug about it. The first lesson you have to learn is, 
never to imagine you can take me in. As I have just told 
you, I have had my education amongst fellows more than 
your masters in craft, —so don’t lose your time in trying to 
outrogue me.” 

‘* Your honor’s practical, — I always like to serve a gentle- 
man that’s practical,” said the fellow, with a totally changed 
voice. 

‘* That will do, —speak that way,—drop your infernal 
whine, — turn out your patriotic sentiments to grass, and 
we'll get on comfortably.” 

‘* Be gorra! that’s practical;— practical, every word of 
rh pes 

‘* Now the first thing I want is to know who are the people 
who come here. I shall require to be able to distinguish 
those who are accustomed to frequent the office from 
strangers; I suppose you know the attorneys and solici- 
tors, all of them?” 

‘¢ Every man of them, sir; there’s not a man in Dublin 
with a pair of black trousers that I couldn’t give you the 
history of.” 

‘¢ That’s practical, certainly,” said Sewell, adopting his 
phrase; and the other laughed pleasantly at the employ- 
ment of it. ‘‘ Whenever you have to announce persons 
that are strangers to you, and whose business you can’t 
find out, mention that I am most busily engaged, — that 
persons of consequence are with me, — delay them, in short, 
and put them off for another day —” 

*¢ Till I can find out all about them?” broke in O’Reardon. 

‘¢ Exactly.” 

‘¢ And that’s what I can do as well as any man in Ireland,” 
said the fellow, overjoyed at the thought of such congenial 
labor. 

‘©T suppose you know a dun by the look of him?” asked 
Sewell, with a low, quiet laugh. 

‘‘ Don’t I, then?” was the reply. 

‘‘T’]] have none of them hanging about here, — mind that; 
you may tell them what you please, but take care that my 
orders are obeyed.” 
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‘¢T will, sir.” 

‘‘I shall probably not come down every day to the office ; 
it may chance that I may be absent a week at a time; but 
remember, I am always here, — you understand, — I am here, 
or l am at the Chief Baron’s chambers, — somewhere, in short, 
about the Court.” 

“Up in one of the arbitration rooms, maybe,” added O’Rear- 
don, to show he perfectly comprehended his instructions. 

‘¢ But whether I come to the office or not, I shall expect 
you every morning at the Priory, to report to me whatever I 
ought to know, — who has called, — what rumors are afloat ; 
and mind you tell everything as it reaches you. If you put 
on any embroidery of your own, Ill detect it at once, and 
out you go, Master O’Rearden, notwithstanding all your long 
services and all your loyalty.” 

‘¢ Practical, upon my conscience,— always practical,” said 
the fellow, with a grin of keen approval. 

‘¢ One caution more; I’m a tolerably good friend to the 
man who serves me faithfully. When things go well, I 
reward liberally; but if a fellow doubles on me, if he 
plays me false, Ill back myself to be the worst enemy he 
ever met with. That’s practical, isn’t it?” 

‘¢Tt is indeed, sir, — nothing more so.” 

‘*¢]’ll expect you to begin your visits on Thursday, then. 
Don’t come to the hall-door, but pass round by the end of the 
house and into the little garden. I’ll leave the gate open, 
and youll find my room easily. It opens on the garden. Be 
with me by eleven.” 

Colonel Sewell was not more than just to himself when he 
affirmed that he read men very quickly. As the practised 
cashier never hesitates about the genuineness of a note, but 
detects the forgery at a glance, this man had an instinetive 
appreciation of a scoundrel. Who knows if there be not some 
magnetic aflinity between such natures, that saves them the 
process of thought and reason? He was right in the present 
case. O’Reardon was the very man he wanted. The fellow 
liked the life of a spy and an informer. To track, trace, con- 
nect this with that, and seek ont the missing link which gave 
connection to the chain, had for him ‘the fascination of a 
game, and until now his qualities had never been fairly ap- 
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preciated. It was with pride too that he showed his patron 
that his gifts could be more widely exercised than within the 
narrow limits of an antechamber; for he brought him the 
name of the man who wrote in ‘‘ The Starlight” the last 
abusive article on the Chief Baron, and had date and place 
for the visit of the same man to the under-secretary, Mr. 
Cholmondely Balfour. He gave him the latest news of 
the Curragh, and how Faunus had cut his frog in a train- 
ing gallop, and that it was totally impossible he could be 
‘**placed” for his race. There were various delicate little 
scandals in the life of society too, which, however piquant 
to Sewell’s ears, would have no interest for us; while of 
the sums lost at play, and the costly devices to raise the 
payments, even Sewell himself was amazed at the accuracy 
and extent of his information. 

Mr. O’Reardon was one of a small knot of choice spirits 
who met every night and exchanged notes. Doubtless each 
had certain ‘‘ reserves ” which he kept strictly to himself; but 
otherwise they dealt very frankly and loyally with each other, 
well aware that it was only on sucha foundation their system 
could be built; and the training-groom, and the butler, and 
the club-waiter, the office messenger, and the penny-postman 
became very active and potent agents in that strange drama 
we call life. 

Now, though Mr. O’Reardon had presented himself each 
morning with due punctuality at the little garden, in which 
he was wont to make his report while Sewell smoked his 
morning cigar, for some days back the Colonel had not 
appeared. He had gone down to the country to a pigeon- 
match, from which he returned vexed and disappointed. 
He had shot badly, lost his money, lost his time, and lost 
his temper,—even to the extent of quarrelling with a 
young fellow whom he had long been speculating on ‘‘ rook- 
ing,” and from whom he had now parted on terms that ex- 
cluded further acquaintance. 

Although it was a lovely morning, and the garden looking 
its very brightest and best, — the birds singing sweetly on 
the trees, and the air balmy with the jasmine and the sweet- 
brier, — Sewell strolled out upon the velvety sward in any- 
thing but a mood of kindred enjoyment. His bills were 
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flying about on all sides, renewals upon renewals swelling 
up to formidable sums, for which he had not made any 
provision. Though his residence at the Priory, and his con- 
fident assurance to his creditors that the old Judge had 
made him his heir, obtained a certain credit for him, there 
were ‘*small-minded scoundrels,” as he called them, who 
would n’t wait for their fifty per cent. In his desperation 
to stave off the demands he could not satisfy, he had been 
driven to very ruinous expedients. He sold timber off the 
lawn without the old Judge’s knowledge, and only hesitated 
about forging Sir William’s name through the conviction 
that the document to which he would have to append it 
would itself suggest suspicion of the fraud. His increasing 
necessities had so far impaired his temper that men began 
to decline to play with him. Nobody was sure of him, 
and this cause augmented the difficulties of his position. 
Formerly his two or three hours at the club before dinner, 
or his evening at mess, were certain to keep him in current 
eash. He could hold out his handful of sovereigns, and 
offer to bet them in that reckless carelessness which, amongst 
very young men, is accepted as something akin to generosity. 
Now his supply was almost stopped, not to say that he found, 
what many have found, the rising generation endowed with 
an amount of acuteness that formerly none attained to with- 
out sore experiences and sharp lessons. 

‘¢ Confound them,” he would say, ‘‘ there are curs without 
fluff on their chins that know the odds at Newmarket as well 
as John Day! What chance has a man with youngsters 
that understand the ‘ call for trumps ’?” 

It was thus moralizing over a world in decline that he 
strolled through the garden, his unlit cigar held firm between 
his teeth, and his hands deep sunk in his trousers’ pockets. 
As he turned an angle of a walk, he was arrested by a very 
silky voice saying, ‘‘ Your honor’s welcome home. I hope 
your honor’s well, and enjoyed yourself when you were 
away.” 

‘*Ah, O’Reardon, that you! pretty well, thank you; 
quite well, I believe; at least, as well as any man can be 


who is in want of money, and does not know where to find 
hig 
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Mr. O’Reardon grinned, as if that, at least, was one of the 
contingencies his affluent chief could never have had any 
experience of. ‘‘ Moses is to run after all, sir,” said he, 
after a pause; ‘‘ the bandages was all a sham, — he never 
broke down.” 

‘*So much the worse for me. I took the heavy odds 
against him on your fine information,” said Sewell, savagely. 

** You'll not be hurt this time. He’ll have a tongue as 
big as three on the day of the race; and there will be no 
putting a bridle on him.” 

‘¢T don’t believe in that trick, O’ Reardon.” 

**T do, sir; and I’m laying the only ten-pound note I 
have on it,” said the other, calmly. 

‘¢ What about Mary Draper? is she coughing still?” 

‘* She is, sir, and won’t feed besides; but Mr. Harman is 
in such trouble about his wife going off with Captain Peters, 
that he never thinks of the mare. Any one goes into the 
stable that likes.” 

** Confounded fool he must be! He stood heavily on that 
mare. When did Lady Jane bolt?” 

‘¢On Tuesday night, sir. She was here at the Priory at 
luncheon with Captain Peters that morning. She and Mrs. 
Sewell were walking more than an hour together in the back 
garden.” 

‘¢ Did you overhear anything they said?” 

*¢ Only once, sir, for they spoke low; but one time your 
Lady said aloud, ‘If any one blames you, dear, it won’t be 
me.’ I think the other was crying when she said it.” 

‘¢Stuff and nonsense!” said Sewell, angrily. 

‘¢ She’s gone away, at all events, sir; and Mr. Harman’s 
out of his mind about it. Cross told me this morning that 
he would n’t be surprised if his master cut his throat or went 
to live on the Continent.” 

‘¢ Do you happen to know anybody would lend me a thou- 
sand pounds on no particular security, O’Reardon?” 

‘¢ Not just at the minute, — perhaps if I had a day or two 
to think of it.” 

‘¢T could give you a week,— a fortnight if it was any use, 
but it is not; and you know it’s not, Master O’Reardon, as 
well as any man breathing.” 
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There was a silence of some minutes now between them; 
and while Sewell brooded over his hard fortune, O’Reardon 
seemed to be reviewing in his mind the state of the share 
market, and taking a sweeping view of the course of the 
exchanges. 

‘¢ Well, indeed, sir, money is tight, — mighty tight, at this 
time. Old M‘Cabe of the lottery office would n’t advance 
three hundred to Lord Arthur St. Aubin without the family 
plate, and I saw the covered dishes going in myself.” 

‘¢T wish J had family plate,” sighed Sewell. 

‘¢So you will yet, please God,” said the other, piously. 
‘¢ His Lordship can’t live forever! But jewels is as good,” 
resumed he, after a slight pause. 

‘¢T have just as much of the one as the other, O’Reardon. 
They were a sort of scrip I never invested in.” 

‘¢Tt isn’t a bad thing to do, after all. I remember poor 
Mr. Giles Morony saying one day, ‘I dined yesterday, 
Tom,’ says he, ‘ off one of my wife’s ear-rings, and I never 
ate a better dinner in my life; and with the blessing of 
Providence I’ll go drunk to bed off the other to-night.’ ” 

‘¢ Was n’t he hanged afterwards for a murder? ” 

‘* No, sir, — sentenced, but never hanged. Mr. Wallace 
got him off on a writ of error. He was a most agreeable 
man. Has Mrs. Sewell any trinkets of value, sir?” 

‘“*T believe not —I don’t know —I don’t care,” said he, 
angrily; for the subject, as an apropos, was scarcely pleas- 
ant. ‘* Any one at the office since I left?” asked he, with a 
twang of irritation still in his tone. 

‘¢That ould man I tould your honor about called three 
times.” 

*¢ You told me nothing of any old man.” 

‘*T wrote it twice to your honor since I saw you, and left 
the letters here myself.” 

‘* You don’t think I break open letters in such handwriting 
as yours, do you?) Why, man, my table is covered with 
them. Who is the old man you speak of?” 

‘¢ Well, sir, that’s more than I know yet; but I’ll be well 
acquainted with all about him before a week ends, for I 
knew him before and he puzzled me too.” 

‘¢ What’s his business with me?” 


TWO MEN WELL MET. 69 


‘* He would not tell. Indeed, he’s not much given to 
talk. He just says, ‘Is Colonel Sewell here?’ and when I 
answer, ‘ No, sir,’ he goes on, ‘ Can you tell the day or the 
hour when I may find him here?’ Of course I say that your 
honor might come at any moment, —that your time is 
uncertain, and such-like, —that you’re greatly occupied 
with the Chief Baron.” 

‘* What is he like? Is he a gentleman?” 

‘*T think he is, —at least he was once; for though his 
clothes is not new and his boots are patched, there’s a look 
about him that common people never have.” 

‘*Is he short or tall? What is he like?” Just as Sewell 
had put this question they had gained the door of the little 
sitting-room, which lay wide open, admitting a full view of 
the interior. ‘‘ Give me some notion of his appearance, if 
you can.” 

‘*There he is, then,” cried O’Reardon, pointing to the 
chalk head over the chimney. ‘‘ That’s himself, and as like 
as life.” 

‘What? that!” exclaimed Sewell, clutching the man’s 
arm, and actually shaking him in his eagerness. ‘Do you 
mean that he is the same man you see here?” 

‘““T do indeed, sir. There’s no mistaking him. His 
beard’s a little longer than the picture, and he’s thinner, 
perhaps; but that’s the man.” 

Sewell sat down on the chair nearest him, sick and faint; 
a cold clammy sweat broke over his face and temples, and 
he felt the horrible nausea of intense weakness. ‘‘ Tell 
me,” said he at last, with a great effort to seem calm, ‘* just 
the words he said, as nearly as you can recall them.” 

‘¢It was what I told your honor. ‘Is Colonel Sewell 
here? Is there no means of knowing when he may be found 
here?’ And then when I’d say, ‘ What name am I to give? 
who is it I’m to say called?’ his answer would be, ‘ That is 
no concern of yours. It is for me to leave my name or not, 
as it pleases me.’ I was going to remind him that he once 
lodged in my house at Cullen’s Wood, but I thought better 
of it, and said nothing.” 

‘¢ Did he speak of calling again?” 

‘‘ No, but he came yesterday; and whether he thought I 
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was denying your honor or not I don’t know, but he sat down 
in the waiting-room and smoked a cigar there, and heard ~ 
two or three come in and ask for you and get the same 
answer.” 

Sewell groaned heavily, and covered his face with his 
hands. 

‘¢T think,” said O’Reardon, with a half-hesitating, timid 
manner, as though it was a case where any blunder would be 
very awkward, ‘‘ that if it was how that this man was any 
trouble, —I mean any sort of an inconvenience to your 
honor, — and that it was displeasing to your honor to have 
any dealings with him, I think I could find a way to make 
him cut his stick and leave the country; or if he would n’t 
do that, come to worse luck here.” 

‘¢ What do you mean, — have you anything against him?” 
cried Sewell, with a wild eagerness. 

“Tf I’m not much mistaken, I can soon have against him 
as much as his life ’s worth.” 

“Tf you could,” said Sewell, clutching both his arms, and 
staring him fixedly m the face, —‘‘if you could! I mean, 
if you could rid me of him, now and forever, — I don’t care 
how, and I ’ll not ask how, — only do it; and I ’ll swear to 
you there ’s nothing in my power to serve you I’ll refuse 
doing, — nothing!” 

‘*What’s between your honor and him?” said O’ Reardon, 
with an assurance that his present power suggested. 

“How dare you ask me, sir? Do you imagine that when 
I take such a fellow as you into my service, I make him my 
confidant and my friend?” 

‘‘That’s true, sir,” said the other, whose face only grew 
paler under this insult, while his manner regained all its 
former subserviency, — ‘that’s true, sir. My interest about 
your honor made me forget myself; and I was thinking 
how I could be most use to you. But, as your honor says, 
it’s no business of mine at all.” 

‘*None whatever,” said Sewell, sternly; for a sudden 
suspicion had crossed him of what such a fellow as this 
might become if once intrusted with the power of a secret. 

‘*Then it’s better, your honor,” said he, with a slavish 
whine, ‘‘that I’d keep to what I’m fit for, — Sweeping out 
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the office, and taking the messages, and the like, and not 
try things that’s above me.” 

**You ‘ll just do whatever my service requires, and when- 
ever I find that you do it ill, do it unfaithfully, or even 
unwillingly, we part company, Master O’Reardon. Is that 
intelligible? ” 

‘*Then, sir, the sooner you fill up my place the better. 
I’ll give notice now, and your honor has fifteen days to get 
one that will suit him better.” 

Sewell turned on him a look of savage hatred. He read, 
through all the assumed humility of the fellow’s manner, 
the determined insolence of his stand. 

“*Go now, and go to the devil, if you like, so that I never 
see your hang-dog face again; that’s all I bargain for.” 

‘*Good-morning, sir; there’s the key of the office, and 
that’s the key of the small safe; Mr. Simmes has the other. 
There ’s a little account I have, — it’s only a few shillings 
is coming tome. I’ll leave it here to-morrow; and if your 
honor would like me to tell the new man about the people 
that come after your honor — who’s to be let in and who's 
not —” 

Sewell made a haughty gesture with his arm as though to 
say that he need not trouble himself on that.head. 

‘‘Here’s them cigars your honor gave me last week. I 
suppose I ought to hand them back, now that I’m dis- 
charged and turned away.” 

“You have discharged yourself, my good friend. Witha 
civil tongue in your head, and ordinary prudence, you might 
have held on to your place till it was time to pension you out 
of it.” 

‘Then I crave your honor’s pardon, and you’!I never have 
to find the same fault with me again. It was just breaking 
my heart, it was, —the thought of leaving your honor.” 

“That’s enough about it; go back to your duty. Mind 
your business; and take good care you never meddle with 
mine.” 

‘‘Has your honor any orders?” said O’Reardon, with his 
ordinary tone of respectful attention. 

‘Pind out if Hughes is well enough to ride; they tell me 
he was worse yesterday. Don’t bother me any more about 
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that fellow that writes the attacks on the Chief Baron. 
They do the thing better now in the English papers, and ask 
nothing for it. Look out for some one who will advance 
me a little money, — even a couple of hundreds; and above 
all, track the old fellow who ealled at the office; find out 
what he’s in Ireland for, and how long he stays. I intend 
to go to the country this evening, so that you’ll have to 
write your report, — the post-town is Killaloe.” 

‘‘And if the ould man presses me hard,” said O’ Reardon, 
with one eye knowingly closed, “your honor’s gone over 
to England, and won’t be back till the cock-shooting.” 

Sewell nodded, and with a gesture dismissed the fellow, 
half ashamed at the familiarity that not only seemed to read 
his thoughts, but to follow them out to their conclusions. 


CHAPTER IX. 
A SURPRISE. 


In a little cabin standing on the extreme point of the prom- 
ontory of Howth, which its fisherman owner usually let to 
lodgers in the bathing-season, Sir Brook Fossbrooke had 
taken up his abode. The view was glorious from the win- 
dow where he generally sat, and took in the whole sweep of 
the bay, from Killiney, with the background of the Wick- 
low mountains, to the very cliffs at his feet; and’ when the 
weather was favorable, — an event, I grieve to say, not of 
every-day occurrence, — leading him often to doubt whether 
in its graceful outline and varied color he did not prefer it 
to Cagliari, with its waving orange groves and vine-clad 
slopes. 

He made a little water-color drawing to enclose in a letter 
to Lucy; and now, as he sat gazing on the scene, he saw 
some effect of light on the landscape which made him half 
disposed to destroy his sketch and begin another. 


“ Tell your sister, Tom,” wrote he, “that if my letter to her goes 
without the picture I promised her, it is because the sun has just got 
behind a sort of tattered broken cloud, and is streaming down long 
slips of light over the Wicklow hills and the woods at their feet, 
which are driving me crazy with envy ; but if I look on it any longer, 
I shall only lose another post, so now to my task. 

“ Although I remained a day in the neighborhood, I was not re- 
ceived at Holt. Sir Hugh was ill, and most probably never heard of 
my vicinity. Lady Trafford sent me a polite — a very polite — note 
of regrets, &c., for not being able to ask me to the house, which she 
called a veritable hospital, the younger son having just returned from 
Madeira dangerously ill. She expressed a hope, more courteous pos- 
sibly than sincere, that my stay in England would allow my returning 
and passing some days there, to which I sent a civil answer and went 
my way. The young fellow, I hear, cannot recover, so that Lionel 
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will be the heir after all; that is, if Sir Hugh’s temper should not 
carry him to the extent of disinheriting his son for a stranger. I 
was spared my trip to Cornwall; spared it by meeting in London 
with a knot of mining-people, ‘Craig, Pears, and Denk,’ who ex- 
amined our ore, and pronounced it the finest ever brought to Eng- 
land. As the material for the white-lead of commerce, they say it is 
unrivalled; and when I told them that our supply might be called 
inexhaustible, they began to regard me as a sort of Creesus. I dined 
with them at a City club, called, I think, the Gresham, a very grand 
entertainment, — turtle and blackcock in abundance, and a deal of 
talk, —very bumptious talk of all the money we were all going to 
make, and how our shares, for we are to be a company, must run up 
within a week to eight or ten premium. They are, I doubt not, 
very honest fine fellows, but they are vulgar dogs, Tom, I may say 
it to you in confidence, and use freedoms with each other in inter- 
course that are scarcely pleasing. To myself personally there was 
no lack of courtesy, nor can I complain that there was any forgetful- 
ness of due respect. I could not accept their invitation to a second 
dinner at Greenwich, but deferred it till my return from Ireland. 

“T came on here on Wednesday last, and if you ask me what I 
have done, my answer is, Nothing — absolutely nothing. I have 
been four several times at the office where Sewell presides, but 
always to meet the same reply, ‘Not in town to-day;’ and now I 
learn that he is hunting somewhere in Cheshire. I am averse to 
going after him to the Chief Baron’s house, where he resides, and 
am yet uncertain how to act. It is just possible he may have learned 
that [am in Ireland, and is keeping out of my way, though I have 
neglected no precaution of secrecy, have taken a humble lodging 
some miles from town, and have my letters addressed to the post- 
office to be called for. Up to this I have not met one who knows 
me. ‘The Viceroy is away in England, and in broken health, — 
indeed, so ill that his return to Ireland is more than doubtful; and 
Balfour, who might have recognized me, is happily so much occupied 
with the ‘ Celts,’ as the latest rebels call themselves, that he has no 
time to go much abroad. 

‘*The papers which I have sent you regularly since my arrival 
will inform you about this absurd movement. You will also see the 
debate on your grandfather. He will not retire, do all that they 
may; and now, as a measure of insult, they have named a special 
commission and omitted his name. 

“They went so far as to accuse him of senile weakness and in- 
capacity ; but the letter which has been published with his name is 
one of the most terrific pieces of invective I ever read: I will try 
and get a copy to send you. ' 

“T am anxious to call and see Beattie; but until I have met 
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Sewell, and got this troublesome task off my mind, I have no heart 
for anything. From chance travellers in the train, as I go up te 
town, I hear that the Chief Baron is living at a most expensive rate, 
— large dinners every week, and costly morning parties, of a style 
Dublin has not seen before. They say, too, that he dresses now 
like a man of five-and-thirty, rides a blood horse, and is seen joining 
in all the festivities of the capital, Of myself, of course, I can con- 
firm none of these stories. There comes the rain again. It is now 
dashing like hail against the windows; and of the beautiful bay and 
the rocky islands, the leafy shore and the indented coast-line I can 
see nothing, — nothing but the dense downpour that, thickening at 
every moment, shuts out all view, so that even the spars of the little 
pinnace in the bay beneath are now lost to me. A few minutes ago 
I was ready to declare that Europe had nothing to compare with 
this island, and now I'd rather take rocky Ischia, with its scragg 
cliffs, sunlit and scorching, than live here watery and bloated like a 
slug on a garden-wall. Perhaps my temper is not improved by the 
reflection that I’ll have to walk to the post, about two miles off, with 
this letter, and then come back to my own sad company for the rest 
of the evening. 

“JT had half a mind to run down and look at the ‘Nest,’ but I am 
told I should not know it again, it has been so changed in every 
way. Ihave spared myself, therefore, the pain the sight would have 
given me, and kept my memory of it as I saw it on my first visit, 
when Lucy met me at the door. ‘Tell her from me, that when — ” 


The letter broke off here, and was continued lower down 
the page in a more hurried hand, thus: — 


“Tn their ardor to suppress the insurrection here, some one has 
denounced me; and my pistols and my packet of lead, and my 
bullet-mould, have so far confirmed suspicion against me, that I am 
to go forthwith before a magistrate. It is so far provoking that my 
name will probably figure in the newspapers, and I have no fancy to 
furnish a laugh to the town on such grounds. The chief of the 
party (there are three of them, and evidently came prepared to 
expect resistance) is very polite, and permits me to add these few 
lines to explain my abrupt conclusion. Tell Lucy I shall keep back 
my letter to her, and finish it to-morrow. I do not know well 
whether to laugh or be angry at this incident. If a mere mistake, 
it is of course absurd, but the warrant seems correct in every respect. 
The officer assures me that any respectable bail will be at once ac- 
cepted by the magistrate; and I have not the courage to tell him 
that I do not possess a single friend or acquaintance in this city 
whom I could ask to be my surety. 
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“ After all, I take it, the best way is to laugh at the incident. It 
was only last night, as I walked home here in the dark, I was think- 
ing I had grown too old for adventures, and here comes one — at 
least it may prove so— to contradict me. 

“The car to convey me to town has arrived; and with loves to 
dear Lu and yourself, I am, as ever, yours, 

“ Bk. FossBROOKE. 


“Tt is a great relief to me — it will be also to you — to learn that 
the magistrate can, if he please, examine me in private.” 


CHAPTER X. 
THE CHIEF AND HIS FRIEND. 


A FEW days after the conversation just related in the chap- 
ter before the last, while the Chief Baron was undergoing 
the somewhat protracted process of a morning toilet, — for it 
needed a nice hand and a critical eye to give the curls of 
that wig their fitting wave, and not to ‘‘charge” those 
shrunken cheeks with any redundant color, — Mr. Haire was 
announced. 

**Say I shall be down immediately, —I am in my bath,” 
said the Chief, who had hitherto admitted his old friend at 
all times and seasons. 

While Haire was pacing the long dinner-room with solemn 
steps, wondering at the change from those days when the 
Chief would never have thought of making him wait for an 
interview, Sir William, attired in a long dark-blue silk dress- 
ing-gown, and with a gold-tasselled cap to match, entered 
the room, bringing with him a perfumed atmosphere, so 
loaded with bergamot that his old friend almost sneezed at it. 
‘*T hurried my dressing, Haire, when they told me you were 
here. It is arare event to have a visit from you of late,” 
said the old man, as he sat down and disposed with graceful 
care the folds of his rich drapery. 

“‘No,” muttered the other, in some confusion. ‘‘I have 
grown lazy, —getting old, I suppose, and the walk is not 
so easy as it used to be five-and-twenty years ago.” 

‘Then drive, sir, and don’t walk. The querulous tone 
men employ about their age is the measure of their obsti- 
nate refusal to accommodate themselves to inevitable change. 
As for me, I accept the altered condition, but I defy it to 
crush me.” 
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‘‘Eyvery one has not your pluck and your stamina,” said 
Haire, with a half-suppressed sigh. 

‘‘My example, sir, might encourage many who are 
weaker.” 

“Any news of Lucy lately?” asked Haire, after a 
pause. 

“Miss Lendrick, sir, has, through her brother, communi- 
cated to me her attachment to a young fellow in some march- 
ing regiment, and asked my permission to marry him. No, 
I am incorrect. Had she done this, there had been defer- 
ence and respect; she asks me to forward a letter to her 
father, with this prayer, and to support it by my influence.” 

‘‘And why not, if he’s a good fellow, and likely to be 
worthy of her?” 

‘*A good fellow! Why, sir, you are a good fellow, an 
excellent fellow; but it would never occur to me to recom- 
mend you for a position of high responsibility or command- 
ing power.” 

‘*Heaven forbid! — or, if you should, Heaven forbid I 
might be fool enough to accept it. But what has all this 
to do with marriage?” 

‘‘Explain yourself more fully, sir; you have assumed to 
call in question the parallelism I would establish between 
the tie of marriage and the obligation of a solemn trust; 
state your plea.” 

“T?ll do nothing of the kind. I came here this morning 
to—to— I’ll be shot if I remember what I came about; 
but I know I had something to tell you; let me try and 
collect myself.” 

‘*Do, sir, if that be the name you give the painful 
process.” 

‘There, there; you Il not make me better by ridiculing 
me. What could it have been that I wanted to tell you?” 

‘*Not, impossibly, some recent impertinence of the press 
towards myself.” 

“IT think not, —I think not,” said the other, musingly. 
‘*T suppose you ’ve seen that squib in the ‘ Banner.’ ”’ 

‘*Tt is a paper, sir, I would not condescend to touch.” 

‘*The fellow says that a Chief Baron without a court, — 
he means this in allusion to the Crown not bringing those 
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cases of treason-felony into the Exchequer, —a Chief with- 
out a court is like one of those bishops in partibus, and that 
it wouldn't be an unwise thing to make the resemblance 
complete and stop the salary. And then another ob- 
serves — ” 

“Sir, Ido not know which most to deplore, — your for- 
getfulness or your memory; try to guide your conversation 
without any demand upon either.” 

‘And it was about those Celts, as they call these rascals, 


_~ that I wanted to say something. What could it have been?” 


‘**Perhaps you may have joined them. Are you a head- 
-centre, or only empowered to administer oaths and affirma- 
tions?” 

**Oh! T have it now,” cried Haire, triumphantly. ‘‘You 
remember, one day we were in the shrubbery after breakfast, 
you remarked that this insurrection was especially charac- 
terized by the fact that no man of education, nor, indeed, 
of any rank above the lowest, had joined it. You said 
something about the French Revolution, too; and how, in 
the Reign of Terror, the principles of the Girondists had 
filtered down, and were to be seen glittering like —” 

‘*Spare me, Haire, —spare me, and do not ask me to 
recognize the bruised and battered coinage, without etligy 
or legend, as the medal of my own mint.” 

** At all events, you remember what I’m referring to.” 

‘‘With all your efforts to efface my handwriting I can 
detect something of my signature, — go on.” 

“Well, they have at last caught a man of some mark and 
station. I saw Spencer, of the head office, this morning, 
and he told me that he had just committed to Newgate a 
man of title and consideration. He would not mention 
his name; indeed, the investigation was as private as pos- 
sible, as it was felt that the importance of such a person 
being involved in the project would give a very dangerous 
impulse to the movement.” 

‘They are wrong, sir. The insurrection that is guided 
by men of condition will, however dangerous, be a game 
with recognized rules and laws. ‘The rebellion of the igno- 
rant masses will be a chaos to defy calculation. You may 
discuss measures, but there is no arguing with murder!” 
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‘““That’s not the way Spencer regarded it. He says the 
whole thing must be kept dark; and as they have refused to 
accept his bail, it’s clear enough they think the case a very 
important one.” 

‘If Iwas not on the Bench I would defend these men! 
Ay, sir, defend them! They have not the shadow of a case 
to show for this rebellion. It is the most causeless attempt 
to subvert a country that ever was conceived; but there is 
that amount of stupidity, —of ignorance, not alone of 
statecraft, but of actual human nature, on the part of those 
who rule us, that it would have been the triumph of my life 
to assail and expose them. Why, sir, it was the very ple- 
beian character of this insurrection that should have warned 
them against their plan of nursing and encouraging it. 
Had the movement been guided by gentlemen, it might have 
been politic to have affected ignorance of their intentions 
till they had committed themselves beyond retreat; but with 
this rabble — this rebellion in rags—to tamper was to 
foster. You had no need to dig pitfalls for such people; 
they never emerged from the depths of their own ignominious 
condition. You should have suppressed them at once, — 
stopped them before the rebel press had disseminated a 
catechism of treason, and instilled the notion through the 
land that the first duty of patriotism was assassination.” 

‘*And you would have defended these men?” 

‘*T would have arraigned their accusers, and charged them 
as accomplices. I would have told those Castle officials to 
come down and stand in the dock with their confederates. 
What, sir! will you tell me that it was just or moral, or 
even politic, to treat these unlettered men as though they 
were crafty lawyers, skilled in all the arts to evade the 
provisions of a statute? This policy was not unfitted 
towards him who boasted he could drive a coach-and-six 
through any Act of Parliament; but how could it apply to 
creatures more ready to commit themselves than even you 
were to entrap them? who wanted no seduction to sedition, 
and who were far more eager to play traitor than you 
yourself to play prosecutor? I say again, I wish I had 
my youth and my stuff-gown, and they should have a 
defender.” 
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*“‘Tam just as well pleased it is as we see it,” muttered 
Haire. 

“Of course you are, sir. There are men who imagine it 
to be loyal to be always on the side that is to be strongest.” 
He took a few turns up and down the roon, his nostrils 
dilated, and his lips trembling with excitement. ‘‘Do mea 
favor, Haire,” said he at last, as he approached and laid 
his hand on the other’s arm. ‘‘Go and learn who this gen- 
tleman they have just arrested is. Ascertain whatever you 
can of the charge against him, — the refusal of bail implies 
it is a grave case; and inquire if you might be permitted 
to see and speak with him.” 

“But I don’t want to speak with him. I’d infinitely 
rather not meet him at all.” 

“Sir, if you go, you go as an emissary from me,” said 
the Chief, haughtily, and by a look recalling Haire to all 
his habitual deference. ; 

**But only imagine if it got abroad — if, the papers got 
hold of it; think of what a scandal it would be, that the 
Chief Baron of the Exchequer was actually in direct com- 
munication with a man charged with treason-felony. I 
would n’t take a thousand pounds, and be accessory to such 
an allegation.” 

‘“*You shall do it for less, sir. Yes, I repeat it, Haire, 
for less. Five shillings’ car-hire will amply cover the cost. 
You shall drive over to the head-office and ask Mr. Spencer 
if — of course with the prisoner’s permission — you may be 
admitted to see him. When I have the reply I will give 
you your instructions.” 

“‘T protest I don’t see —I mean, I cannot imagine — it’s 
not possible — in fact, I know, that when you reflect a little 
over it, you will be satisfied that this would be a most 
improper thing to do.” 

‘‘And what is this improper thing I am about to do? 
Let us hear, sir, what you condemn so decidedly! I declare 
my libellers must have more reason than I ever conceded to 
them. I am growing very, very old! There must be the 
blight of age upon my faculties, or you would not have 
ventured to administer this lesson to me! this lesson on 
discretion and propriety. I would, however, warn you to 
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be cautious. The wounded tiger is dangerous, though the 
ball should have penetrated his vitals. I would counsel 
you to keep out of reach of his spring, even in his dying 
moments.” 

He actually shook with passion as he said this, and his 
hands closed and opened with a convulsive movement that 
showed the anger that possessed him. 

**T have never lectured any one; least of all would it oecur 
to me to lecture you,” said Haire, with much dignity. ‘‘In 
all our intercourse I have never forgotten the difference be- 
tween us, —I mean intelleetually; for I hope, as to birth 
and condition, there is no inequality.” 

Though he spoke this slowly and impressively, the Chief 
Baron heard nothing of it. He was so overwhelmed by the 
strong passions of his own mind that he could not attend to 
another. ‘‘I shall soon be ealled ineorrigible as well as 
incompetent,” uttered he, ‘‘if the wise counsels of my ablest 
friends are powerless to admonish me.” 

“T must be moving,” said Haire, rising and taking his 
hat. ‘I promised to dine with Beattie at the Rock.” 

“Say nothing of what has taken place here to-day; or if 
you mention me at all, say you found me in my usual 
health.” Haire nodded. 

‘*My usual health and spirits,” continued the Chief. ‘‘T 
was going to say temper, but it would seem an epigram. 
Tell Beattie to look in here as he goes home; there’s one 
of the children slightly ailing. And so, Haire,” eried he, 
suddenly, in a louder voice, ‘you would insinuate that my 
power of judgment is impaired, and that neither in the 
case of my granddaughter nor in that larger field of opin- 
ion — the state of Ireland — am I displaying that wisdom 
or that acuteness on which it was one time the habit to 
compliment me.” 

“You may be quite right. I won’t presume to say you ’re 
not. I only declare that I don’t agree with you.” 

‘**In either case?” 

“No; not in either case.” 

“T think I shall ride to-day,” said the Chief; for they had 
now reached the hall-door, and were looking out over the 
grassy lawn and the swelling woods that enclosed it. “You 
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lose much, Haire, in not being a horseman. What would 
my critics say if they saw me following the hounds, eh?” 

“T’ll be shot if it would surprise me to see it,” muttered 
Haire to himself. ‘*Good-bye.” 

‘Good-bye, Haire. Come out and see me soon again. 
I'll be better tempered when you come next. You’re not 
angry with me, I know.” 

Haire grasped the hand that was held out to him, and 
shook it cordially. ‘‘Of course I’m not. I know well 
you have scores of things to vex and irritate you that never 
touch fellows like myself. I shall never feel annoyed at 
anything you may say to me. What would really distress 
me would be that you should do anything to lower your 
own reputation.” 

The old Judge stood on the doorstep pondering over these 
last words of his friend long after his departure. “A good 
creature —a true-hearted fellow,” muttered he’ to himself; 
‘*but how limited in intelligence! It is the law of compen- 
sation carried out. Where nature gives integrity she often 
grudges intellect. The finer, subtler minds play with right 
and wrong till they detect their affinities. — Who are you, 
my good fellow?. What brings you here?” cried he to a 
fellow who was lounging in the copse at the end of the 
house. 

“‘T’m a carman, your honor. I’m going to drive the 
Colonel to the railway at Stoneybatter.” 

‘**T never heard that he was about to leave town,” muttered 
the old Judge. ‘‘I thought he had been confined to bed 
with a cold these days back. Cheetor, go and tell Colonel 
Sewell that I should be much obliged if he would come over 
to my study at his earliest convenience.” 

“The Colonel will be with you, my Lord, in five minutes,” 
was the prompt reply. 


CHAPTER XI. 
A LEAP IN THE DARK. 


CoLonEL SEWELL received the Chief Baron’s message with 
a smothered expression of no benevolent meaning. 

“Who said I was here? How did he know I had arrived?” 
cried he, angrily. 

“He saw the carman, sir; and asked for whom he was 
waiting.” 

Another and not less energetic benediction was invoked 
on the rascally car-driver, whom he had enjoined to ayoid 
venturing in front of the house. 

“Say I’m coming; Ill be with him in an instant,” said 
he, as he hurriedly pitched some clothes into his port- 
manteau. 

Now it is but fair to own that this demand upon his time 
came at an inconvenient moment; he had run up to town 
by an early train, and was bent on going back by the next 
departure. During his absence, no letter of any kind from 
his agent O’ Reardon had reached him, and, growing uneasy 
and impatient at this silence, he had come up to learn the 
reason. At the office he heard that O’Reardon had not been 
there for the last few days. It was supposed he was ill, but 
there was no means of ascertaining the fact; none knew his 
address, as, they said, ‘he was seldom in the same place 
for more than a week or two.” Sewell had a profound dis- 
trust of his friend; indeed, the only reason for confiding in 
him at all was, that it was less O’Reardon’s interest to be 
false than true. Since Fossbrooke’s arrival, however, 
matters might have changed. They might have met and 
talked together. Had Sir Brook seduced the fellow to take 
service under him? Had he wormed out of him certain 
secrets of his (Sewell’s) life, and thus shown how useful he 
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might be in running him to earth? This was far from 
unlikely. It seemed the easiest and most natural way of 
explaining the fellow’s absence. At the same time, if such 
were the case, would he not have taken care to write to him? 
Would not his letters, calling for some sort of reply, some 
answer to this or that query, have given him a better 
standing-ground with his new master, showing how far he 
possessed Sewell’s confidence, and how able he was to make 
his treason to him effective? Harassed by these doubts, 
and fearing he knew not what of fresh troubles, he had 
passed a miserable week in the country. Debt and all its 
wretched consequences were familiar enough to him. His 
whole life had been one long struggle with narrow means, 
and with the expedients to meet expenses he should neyer 
have indulged in. He had acquired, together with a reck- 
lessness, a sort of self-reliance in these emergencies which 
positively seemed to afford him a species of pleasure, and 
made him a hero to himself by his successes; but there 
were graver troubles than these on his heart, and with the 
memory of these Fossbrooke was so: interwoven that to 
recall them was to bring him up before him. 

Besides these terrors, he had learned, during his short stay 
at the Nest, a most unwelcome piece of intelligence. The 
vicar, Mr. Mills, had shown him a letter from Dr. Lendrick, 
in which he said that the climate disagreed with him, and 
his isolation and loneliness preyed upon him so heavily that 
he had all but determined to resign his place and return 
home. He added that he had given no intimation of this to 
his children, lest by any change of plan he might inflict dis- 
appointment upon them; nor had he spoken of it to his 
father, in the fear that if the Chief Baron should offer any 
strenuous objection, he might be unable to carry out his 
project; while to his old friend the vicar he owned that his 
heart yearned after a home, and if it could only be that home 
where he had lived so contentedly, the Nest! ‘‘If I could 
promise myself to get back there again,” he wrote, “nothing 
would keep me here a month longer.” Now, as Sewell had 
advertised the place to be let, Mills at once showed him 
this letter, believing that the arrangement was such as 
would suit each of them. 
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It needed all Sewell’s habitual self-command not to show 
the uneasiness these tidings occasioned him. Lendrick’s 
return to Ireland might undo —it was almost certain to 
undo — all the influence he had obtained over the Chief 
Baron. The old Judge was never to be relied upon from 
one day to the next. Now it was some impulse of vindictive 
passion, now of benevolence. Who was to say when some 
parental paroxysm might not seize him, and he might begin 
to care for his son? 

Here was a new peril, —one he had never so much as 
imagined might befall him. ‘‘1’ll have to consult my wife,” 
said he, hastily, in reply to Mills’s question. “She is not 
at all pleased at the notion of giving up the place; the 
children were healthier here: in fact,” added he, in some 
confusion, “I suspect we shall be back here one of these 
days.” 

“T told him I’d have to consult you,” said Sewell, with 
an insolent sneer, as he told his wife this piece of news. 
“T said you were so fond of the country, so domestic, and 
so devoted to your children, that I scarcely thought you’d 
like to give up a place so suited to all your tastes; — 
was n’t I right?” 

She continued to look steadily at the book she had been 
reading, and made no reply. 

“T did n’t say, though I might, that the spot was endeared 
to you by a softer, more tender reminiscence; because, 
being a parson, there ’s no saying how he ’d have taken it.” 

She raised her book higher, so as to conceal her face, but 
still said nothing. 

“ At all events,” said he, in a more careless tone, “we are 
not going to add to the inducements which attract this gen- 
tleman to return home, and we must not forget that our host 
here may turn us out at any moment.” 

“T think it will be our fault whenever he does so,” said 
she, quietly. 

“Fault and misfortune are pretty much alike, to my think- 
ing. There is one thing, however, I have made up my mind 
on, —I’ll bolt. When he gives notice to quit, he shall be 
obliged to provide for you and the brats out of sheer neces- 
sity. He cannot turn you out on the streets, he can’t send 
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you to the Union; you have no friends to whom he can 
pack you off; so let him storm as he likes: something he 
must do.” 

To this speech she seemed to give no attention whatever. 
Whether the threat was an oft-repeated one, or that she was 
inured to coarseness of this nature, or that silence was the 
best line to take in these emergencies, she never appeared 
to notice his words. 

“What about that money he promised you? Has he given 
it?” said he suddenly, when about to leave the room. 

“No; he said something about selling out some mining- 
shares, — scrip he called it. I forget exactly what he said, 
but the purport was that he was pressed just now.” 

‘“‘T take it he is. My mother’s allowance is in arrear, 
and she is not one to bear the delay very patiently. So 
you ’ve got nothing?” 

**Nothing, except ten pounds he gave Cary yesterday for 
her birthday.” 

**Where is it?” 

**In that work-box,—no, in the upper part. Do you 
want it?” . 

‘*What a question! Of course I want it, somewhat more 
than Cary does, I promise you. I was going off to-day 
with just five sovereigns in my pocket. By-bye. I shall 
be late if I don’t hurry myself.” As he reached the door 
he turned round. “What was it I had to tell you, — some 
piece of news or other, — what could it have been?” 

“Nothing pleasant, I’m sure, so it’s as well unremem- 
bered.” 

‘*Polite, certainly,” said he, walking slowly back while 
he seemed trying to recall something. ‘Oh, I have it. 
The transport that took out the —th has been wrecked some- 
where off Sardinia. Engine broken down, paddle-wheels 
carried away, quarter-boats smashed, and, in fact, total 
wreck. I have no time to tell you more;” and so saying, 
he hurried away, but, opening the door noiselessly, he peeped 
in, and saw her with her head buried in her hands, leaning 
on the table; and, stealing stealthily down the corridor, he 
hastened to his room to pack up for his journey; and it was 
while thus ocupied the Chief’s message reached him. 
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When the Chief Baron asked Haire to call at the Police 
Office and inquire if he might not be permitted to see the 
person who had been arrested that morning at Howth, he 
had not the very vaguest idea what step he should next take, 
nor what proceedings institute, if his demand might be 
acceded to. The indignant anger he felt at the slight put 
upon him by the Government in passing him over on the 
Commission, had got such entire possession of him that he 
only thought of a reprisal without considering how it was 
to be effected. ‘‘I am not one to be insulted with impunity. 
Are these men such ignorant naturalists as not to know that 
there is one species of whale that the boldest never har- 
poons? Swift was a Dean, but he never suffered his cas- 
sock to impede the free use of his limbs. Iam a Judge, 
but they shall see that the ermine embarrasses me just as 
little. They have provoked the conflict, and it is not for 
me to decline it. They are doing scores of things every 
day in Ireland that, if there was one man of ability and 
courage opposed to them, would shake the Cabinet to its 
centre. I will make Pemberton’s law a proverb and a by- 
word. The public will soon come to suspect that the reason 
Iam not on the Bench at these trials is not to be looked 
for in the spiteful malignity of the Castle, but in the con- 
scientious scruples of one who warned the Crown against 
these prosecutions. They were not satisfied with native 
disaffection, and they have invented a new crime for Ire- 
land, which they call treason-felony; but they have forgotten 
to apprise the people, who go on blunderingly into treason 
as of old, too stupid to be taught by a statute! The Act is 
anew one. It would give me secant labor to show that it 
cannot be made law, that its clauses are contradictory, its 
provisions erroneous, its penalties evasive. What is to 
prevent me introducing, as a digression, into my next 
charge to a grand jury, my regrets or sorrows over such 
bungling legislation? Who is to convict me for arraigning 
the wisdom of Parliament, or telling the country, You are 
legislated for by ignorance! your statutes are made by in- 
competence! The public press is always open, and it will 
soon be bruited about that the letter signed ‘ Lycurgus’ was 
written by William Lendrick. I will take Barnewell or 
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Perrin, or some other promising young fellow of the junior 
bar, and instruct him for the defence. I will give him law 
enough to confute, and he shall furnish the insolence to 
confront this Attorney-General. There never was a case 
better suited to carry the issue out of the Queen’s Bench 
and arraign the Queen’s advisers. Let them turn upon me 
if they dare: I was a citizen before I was a lawyer, I was 
an Irishman before I became a judge. There was a bishop 
who braved the Government in the days of the volunteers. 
They shall find that high station in Ireland is but another 
guarantee for patriotism.” By such bursts of angry denun- 
ciation had he excited himself to such a degree that when 
Sewell entered the room the old man’s face was flushed, his 
eye flashing, and his lip quivering with passion. 

“Twas not aware of your absence, sir!” said he, sternly; 
‘‘and a mere accident informed me that you were going away 
again.” 

“A sudden call required my presence at Killaloe, my 
Lord; and I found when I had got there I had left some 
papers behind here.” 

‘*The explanation would be unexceptionable, sir, if this 
house were an inn to which a man comes and returns as he 
pleases; but if I err not, you are my guest here, and I hope 
if a host has duties he has rights.” 

“My Lord, I attached so very little importance to my 
presence that I never flattered myself by thinking I should 
be missed.” 

‘*T seldom flatter, sir, and I never do so where I intend 
to censure!” Sewell bowed submissively, but the effort to 
control his temper cost him a sharp pang and a terrible 
struggle. ‘‘Enough of this, at least for the present; 
though I may mention, passingly, that we must take an early 
opportunity of placing our relations towards each other on 
some basis that may be easily understood by each of us. 
The law of contracts will guide us to the right course. 
My object in sending for you now is to ask a service at your 
hands, if your other engagements will leave you at liberty to 
render it.” 

**T am entirely at your Lordship’s orders.” 

‘*Well, sir, I will be very brief. I must needs be so, for 
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I have fatigued myself by much talking already. The 
papers will have informed you that I am not to sit on this 
Commission. The Ministers who cannot persuade me by 
their blandishments are endeavoring to disgust me by 
insult. They have read the fable of the sun and the wind 
backwards, and inverted the moral. It had been whispered 
abroad that if I tried these men there would have been no 
convictions. They raked up some early speeches of mine — 
youthful triumphs they were — in defence of Wolfe Tone, 
and Jackson, and others; and they argued — no, I am wrong 
— they did not argue, they imagined, that the enthusiasm of 
the advocate might have twined itself around the wisdom of 
the Judge. _ They have quoted, too, in capital letters, — it is 
there on the table, — the peroration of my speech in Neil- 
son’s case, where I implored the jury to be cautious and 
circumspect, for so deeply had the Crown advisers compro- 
mised themselves in the pursuit of rebellion, it needed the 
most careful sifting not to include the law-officers of the 
Castle, and to avoid placing the Attorney-General side by 
side with his victim.” 

‘*How sarcastic! how cutting!” muttered Sewell, in praise. 

‘*It was more than sarcastic, sir. It stung the Orange 
jury to the quick; and though they convicted my client, they 
trembled at the daring of his defender. 

“But I turn from the past to the present,” said he, after a 
pause. ‘‘They have arrested this morning, at Howth, a man 
who is said to be of rank and station. The examination, 
conducted in secret, has concealed his name; and all that 
we know is that bail has not been accepted, if offered, for 
him. So long as these arrests concerned the vulgar fellows 
who take to rebellion for its robberies, no case can be made. 
With the creatures of rusty pikes and ruffian natures I have 
no sympathy. It matters little whether they be transported 
for treason or for theft. With the gentleman it is other- 
wise. Some speculative hope, some imaginative aspiration 
of serving his country, some wild dream begotten of the 
great Revolution of France, dashed not impossibly with 
some personal wrong, drives men from their ordinary course 
in life, and makes them felons where they meant to be phi- 
lanthropists. I have often thought if this movement now 
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at work should throw up to the surface one of this stamp, 
what a fine occasion it might afford to test the wisdom of 
those who rule us, to examine the machinery by which they 
govern, and to consider the advantage of that system, — 
such a favorite system in Ireland, by which rebellion is fos- 
tered as a means of subsequent concession, as though it 
were necessary to manure the loyalty of the land by the 
blood of traitors. 

“YT weary you, sir, and I am sorry for it. No, no, make 
no protestations. It is a theme cannot have the same 
interest for you as for me. What I would ask of you is, to 
go down to the head-office and see Mr. Spencer, and learn 
from him if you might have an order to see the prisoner, — 
your pretext being the suspicion that he is personally known 
to you. If you succeed in getting the order, you will pro- 
ceed to the Richmond Bridewell and have an interview with 
him. You are a man of the world, sir, and I need not give 
you any instructions how to ascertain his condition, his 
belongings, and his means of defence. If he be a gentle- 
man, in the sense we use that term when applying its best 
attributes to it, you will be frank and outspoken, and will 
tell him candidly that your object is to make his case the 
groundwork of an attack on the Government, and the means 
by which all the snares that have led men to rebellion may 
be thoroughly exposed, and the craft of the Crown lawyer 
be arraigned beside the less cold-blooded cruelty of the 
traitor. Do you fully comprehend me, sir?” 

‘*T think so, my Lord. Your intention is, if I take you 
correctly, to make the case, if it be suitable, the ground- 
work for an attack on the Government of Ireland.” 

“In which I am not to appear.” 

‘‘Of course, my Lord; though possibly with no objection 
that it should be known how far your sympathy is with a 
free discussion of the whole state of Ireland?” 

‘*You apprehend me aright, sir, —a free discussion of the 
whole state of Ireland.” 

‘*T go, therefore, without any concert with your Lordship 
at present. I take this step entirely at my own instance?” 

‘*You do, sir. If matters eventually should take the turn 
which admits of any intervention on my part — any expres- 
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sion of opinion —any elucidation of sentiments attributed 
to me —I will be free to make such in the manner I deem 
suitable.” 

“Tn case this person should prove one, either from his 
character or the degree in which he has implicated himself, 
unfitted for your Lordship’s object, I am to drop the 
negotiation? ” 

‘Rather, I should say, sir, you are not to open it.” 

‘‘T meant as much,” said Sewell, with some irritation. 

‘‘It is an occasion, sir, for careful action and precise ex- 
pression. I have no doubt you will acquit yourself credit- 
ably in each of these respects. Are you already acquainted 
with Mr. Spencer?” 

‘¢We have met at the Club, my Lord; he at least knows 
who I am.” 

‘¢ That will be quite sufficient. One point more — I have 
no need to caution you as to secrecy — this is a matter 
which cannot be talked of.” 

‘* That you may rely on, my Lord; reserve is so natural 
to me, that I have to put no strain upon my manner to 
remember it.” 

‘¢ T shall be curious to hear the result of your visit, — that 
is, if you be permitted to visit the Bridewell. Will you do 
me the favor to come to me at once?” 

Sewell promised this faithfully, and withdrew. 

*¢ Tf ever an old fool wanted to run his head into a noose,” 
muttered he, ‘‘here is one; the slightest blunder on my 
part, intentional or not, and this great Baron of the Exche- 
quer might be shown up as abetting treason. To be sure, 
he has given me nothing under his hand — nothing in writ- 
ing —I wonder was that designedly or not; he is so crafty 
in the middle of all his passion.” Thus meditating, he went 
on his mission. 


CHAPTER XII. 
SOME OF SEWELL’S OPINIONS. 


SEWELL was well received by the magistrate, and promised 
that he should be admitted to see the prisoner on the next 
morning; having communicated which tidings to the Chief 
Baron, he went off to dine with his mother in Merrion 
Square. 

‘*Isn’t Lucy coming?” said Lady Lendrick, as he en- 
tered the drawing-room alone. 

‘No. I told her I wanted a long confidential talk with 
you; I hinted that she might find it awkward if one of 
the subjects discussed should happen to be herself, and ad- 
vised her to stay at home, and she concurred with me.” 

** You are a great fool, Dudley, to treat her in that fash- 
ion. I tell you there never was a woman in the world 
who could forgive it.” 

‘¢T don’t want her to forgive it, mother; there’s the mis- 
take you are always making. The way she baffles me is 
by non-resistance. If I could once get her to resent some- 
thing — anything — I could win the game.” 

‘¢ Perhaps some one might resent for her,” said she, dryly. 

‘‘T ask nothing better. I have tried to bring it to that 
scores of times, but men have grown very cautious latterly. 
In the old days of duelling a fellow knew the cost of what 
he was doing; now that we have got juries and damages, 
a man thinks twice about an entanglement, without he be 
a very young fellow.” 

‘¢ Tt is no wonder that she hates you,” said she, fiercely. 

‘‘ Perhaps not,” said he, languidly; ‘‘ but here comes 
dinner.” 

For a while the duties of the table occupied them, and 
they chatted away about indifferent matters; but when the 
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servants left the room, Sewell took up the theme where they 
had left it, and said: ‘‘ It’s no use to either of us, mother, 
to get what is called judicial separation. It’s the chain 
still, only that the links are a little longer —and it’s the 
chain we hate! We began to hate it before we were a 
month tied to each other, and time, somehow, does not 
smooth down these asperities. As to any other separation, 
the lawyers tell me it is hopeless. There’s a functionary 
called the ‘ Queen’s’ something or other, who always inter- 
venes in the interests of morality, and compels people who 
have proved their incompatibility by years of dissension to 
go back and quarrel more.” 

‘¢T think if it were only for the children’s sake —” 

‘‘For the children’s sake!” broke he in. ‘* What can 
it possibly matter whether they be brought up by their 
mother alone, or in a house where their father and mother 
are always quarrelling? At all events, they form no ele- 
ment in the question so far as J am concerned.” 

‘*T think your best hold on the Chief Baron is his lik- 
ing for the children; he is very fond of Reginald.” 

‘¢ What’s the use of a hold on an old man who has more 
caprices than he has years? He has made eight wills to 
my own knowledge since May last. You may fancy how 
far afield he strays in his testamentary dispositions when 
in one of them he makes yow residuary legatee.” 

‘6 Me! Me!” 

** You; and what’s more, calls you his faithful and de- 
voted wife, ‘ who — for five-and-twenty years that we lived 
apart — contributed mainly to the happiness of my life.’ ” 

‘* The parenthesis, at least, is like him,” said she, smiling. 

‘¢'To the children he has bequeathed I don’t know what, 
sometimes with Lucy as their guardian, sometimes myself. 
The Lendrick girl was always handsomely provided for till 
lately, when he scratched her out completely; and in the 
last document which I saw there were the words, ‘To my 
immediate family I bequeath my forgiveness for their de- 
sertion of me, and this free of all legacy duty and other 
charges.” I am sure, mother, he’s a little mad.” 

‘* Nothing of the kind, — no more than you are.” 

‘¢T don’t know that. I always suspect ‘that the marvel- 
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lous vigor’ of old age-gets its prime stimulus from an over- 
excited brain. He sat up a whole night last week —I know 
it to my cost, for I had to copy it out — writing a letter to 
the ‘ Times’ on the Land Tenure Bill, and he nearly went 
out of his mind on seeing it in small type.” 

‘¢ He is vain, if you like; but not mad certainly.” 

‘* For a while I thought one of his fits of passion would do 
for him, —he gets crimson, and then lividly pale, and then 
flushed again, and his nails are driven into his palms, and he 
froths at the mouth; but somehow the whole subsides at 
last, and his voice grows gentle, and his manner courteous, 
—— you ’d think him a lamb, if you had never seen him as a 
tiger. In these moods he becomes actually humble, so that 
the other night he sat down and wrote his resignation to the 
Home Office, stating, amidst a good deal of bombast, that 
the increasing burden of years and infirmity left him no 
other choice than that of descending from the Bench he had 
occupied so long and so unworthily, and begging her Majesty 
would graciously accord a retreat to one ‘ who had outlived 
everything but his loyalty.’” 

‘* What became of this?” 

‘* He asked me about it next morning, but I said I had 
burned it by his orders; but I have it this moment in my 
desk.” 

‘¢ You have no right to keep it. I insist on your destroy- 
ing it.” 

‘¢Pardon me, mother. I’d be a rich man to-day if I 
had n’t given way to that foolish habit of making away with 
papers supposed to be worthless. The three lines of a man’s 
writing, that the old Judge said he could hang any man on, 
might, it strikes me, be often used to better purpose.” 

‘¢T wish you would keep your sharp practices for others 
and spare him,” said she, severely. 

‘¢Tt’s very generous of you to say so, mother, consider- 
ing the way he treats you and talks of you.” 

‘¢ Sir William and I were ill-met and ill-matched, but that 
is not any reason that I should like to see him treacherously 
dealt with.” 

‘¢There’s no talk of treachery here. I was merely utter- 
ing an abstract truth about the value of old papers, and 
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regretting how late I came to the knowledge. There’s that 
bundle of letters of that fool Trafford, for instance, to 
Lucy. I can’t get a divorce on them, it’s true; but I hope 
to squeeze a thousand pounds out of him before he has them 
back again.” 

‘¢T hope in my heart that the world does not know you!” 
said she, bitterly. 

‘“‘Do you know, mother, I rather suspect it does? The 
world is aware that a great many men, some of whom it 
could ill spare, live by what is called their wits, — that is to 
say, that they play the game entitled ‘Life’ with what 
Yankees call ‘the advantages;’ and the world no more 
resents my living by the sharp practice long experience has 
taught me, than it is angry with this man for being a lawyer, 
and that one for being a doctor.” 

‘¢ You know in your heart that Trafford never thought of 
stealing Lucy’s affections.” 

‘¢ Perhaps I do; but I don’t know what were Lucy’s inten- 
tions towards Trafford.” 

«¢ Oh, fie, fie! ~ 

‘‘Be shocked if you like. It’s very proper, perhaps, that 
you should be shocked; but nature has endowed me with 
strong nerves or coarse feelings, whichever you like to call 
them, and consequently I can talk of these things with 
as little intermixture of sentiment as I would employ in 
discussing a protested bill. Lucy herself is not deficient in 
this cool quality, and we have discussed the social contract 
styled Marriage with a charming unanimity of opinion. 
Indeed, when I have thought over the marvellous agreement 
of our sentiments, I have been actually amazed why we 
could not live together without hating each other.” 

‘¢T pity her — from the bottom of my heart I pity her.” 

‘¢So do I, mother. I pity her, because I pity myself. It 
was a stupid bargain for each of us. I thought I was marry- 
ing an angel with sixty thousand pounds. She fancied she 
was getting a hero, with a peerage in the distance. Each 
made a ‘bad book.’ It is deuced hard, however,” continued 
he, in a fiercer strain, ‘*if one must go on backing the horse 
that you know will lose, staking your money where you see 
you cannot win. My wife and myself awoke from our 
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illusions years ago; but to please the world, to gratify that 
amiable thing called Society, we must go on still, just as if 
we believed all that we know and have proyed to be rotten 
falsehoods. Now I ask you, mother, is not this rather hard ? 
Would n’t it be hard for a good-tempered, easy-going fellow? 
And is it not more than hard for a hasty, peevish, irritable 
dog like myself? We know and see that we are bad com- 
pany for each other, but you—-I mean the world — you 
insist that we should go on quarrelling to the end, as if 
there was anything edifying in the spectacle of our mutual 
dislike.” 

‘*Too much of this. I beseech you, drop the subject, and 
talk of something else.” 

*¢T declare, mother, if there was any one I could be frank 
and outspoken with on this theme, I believed it to be your- 
self. You have had ‘ your losses’ too, and know what it is 
to be unhappily mated.” 

‘* Whatever I may have suffered, I have met lost self- 
respect,” said she, haughtily. 

** Heigho!” cried he, wearily, ‘‘I always find that my 
opinions place me in a minority, and so it must ever be while 
the world is the hypocritical thing we see it. Oh dear, if 
people could only vote by ballot, I’d like to see marriage 
put to the test.” 

‘¢ What did Sir William say about my going to the pic- 
nic?” asked she, suddenly. 

‘‘He said you were quite right to obtain as many atten- 
tions as you could from the Castle, on the same principle 
that the vicar’s wife stipulated for the sheep in the picture, 
— ‘as many as the painter would put in for nothing.’ ” 

‘¢ So that he is firmly determined not to resign?” 

‘* Most firmly; nor will he be warned by the example of 
the well-bred dog, for he sees, or he might see, all the prep- 
arations on foot for kicking him out.” 

‘¢ You don’t think they would compel him to resign?” 

‘*No; but they’ll compel him to go, which amounts to 
the same. Balfour says they mean to move an address to 
the Queen, praying her Majesty to superannuate him.” 

‘¢ Tt would kill him, — he ’d not survive it.” 

‘¢ So it is generally believed, — all the more because it is 
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a course he has ever declared to be impossible, —I mean 
constitutionally impossible.” 

‘¢T hope he may be spared this insult.” 

‘¢He might escape it by dying first, mother; and really, 
under the circumstances, it would be more dignified.” 

‘¢ Your morals were not, at any time, to boast of, but 
your manners used to be those of a gentleman,” said she, in 
a voice thick with passion. 

‘¢T am afraid, mother, that both morals and manners, like 
this hat of mine, are a little the worse for wear; but, as in 
the case of the hat too, use has made them pleasanter to me 
than spick-and-span new ones, with all the gloss on. At all 
events, I never dreamed of offending when I suggested the 
possibility of your being a widow. Indeed, I fancied it was 
feminine for widower, which I imagined to be no such bad 
thing.” 

‘¢Tf the Chief Baron should be compelled to leave the 
Bench, will it affect your tenure of the Registrarship? ” 

‘¢ That is what nobody seems to know. Some opine one 
way, some another; and though all ask me what does the 
Chief himself say on the matter, I have never had the cour- 
age to ask the question.” 

‘¢'You are quite right. It would be most indiscreet to do 
so.” 

‘“¢ Indeed, if I were rash enough to risk the step, it would 
redound to nothing, since I am quite persuaded that he be- 
lieves that whenever he retires from public life or quits this 
world altogether, a general chaos will ensue, and that all 
sorts of ignorant and incompetent people will jostle the clever 
fellows out of the way, just because the one great directing 
mind of the age has left the scene and departed.” 

‘** All his favors to you have certainly not bought your 
gratitude, Dudley.” 

‘*I don’t suspect it is a quality I ever laid up a large 
stock of, mother, — not to say that I have always deemed it 
a somewhat unworthy thing to swallow the bad qualities of 
a man simply because he was civil to you personally.” 

‘* His kindness might at least secure your silence.” 

‘*Then it would be a very craven silence. But I’ll join 
issue with you on the other counts. What is this great 
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kindness for which I am not to speak my mind about him? 
He has housed and fed me: very good things in their way, 
but benefits which never cost him anything but his money. 
Now, what have I repaid him with? My society, my time, 
my temper, I might say my health, for he has worried me 
to that degree some days that I have been actually on the 
verge of a fever. And if his overbearing insolence was 
hard to endure, still harder was it to stand his inordinate 
vanity without laughter. I ask you frankly, isn’t he the 
vainest man, not that you ever met, but that you ever heard 
of?” 

‘*Vain he is, but not without some reason. He has had 
great triumphs, great distinctions in life.” 

‘**So he has told me. I have listened for hours long to 
descriptions of the sensation he created in the House — it 
was always the Irish House, by the way — by his speech on 
the Regency Bill, or some other obsolete question; and how 
Flood had asked the House to adjourn and recover their 
calm and composure, after the overwhelming power of the 
speech they had just listened to; and how, at the Bar, 
Plunkett once said to a jury, ‘Short of actual guilt, there is 
no such misfortune can befall a man as to have Sergeant 
Lendrick against him.’ I wish I was independent, — I 
mean, rich enough, to tell him what I think of him; that I 
had just five minutes —I’d not ask more — to convey my 
impression of his great and brilliant qualities! and to show 
him that, between the impulses of his temper and his vanity 
together, he is, in matters of the world, little better than a 
fool! What do you think he is going to do at this very 
moment? I had not intended speaking of it, but you have 
pushed me to it. In revenge for the Government having 
passed him over on the Commission, he is going to supply 
some of these ‘ Celt’ rascals with means to employ counsel, 
and raise certain questions of legality, which he thinks will 
puzzle Pemberton to meet. Of course, rash and indiscreet 
as he is, this is not to be done openly. It is to be accom- 
plished in secret, and through me! I am to go to-morrow 
morning at eleven o’clock to the Richmond Jail. I have the 
order for my admission in my pocket. I am there to visit 
Heaven knows whom; some scoundrel or other, — just as 
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likely a Government spy as a rebel, who will publish the 
whole scheme to the world. At all events, I am to see and 
have speech of the fellow, and ascertain on what evidence he 
was committed to prison, and what kind of case he can make 
as to his innocence. He is said to be a gentleman, — the 
very last reason, to my thinking, for taking him up; for 
whenever a gentleman is found in any predicament beneath 
him, the presumption is that he ought to be lower still. The 
wise judge, however, thinks otherwise, and says, ‘Here is 
the very opportunity I wanted.’ ” 

‘‘It is a most disagreeable mission, Dudley. I wish sin- 
cerely you could have declined it.” 

‘“¢Not at all. I stand to win, no matter how it comes off: 
if all goes right, the Chief must make me some acknowledg- 
ment on my success; if it be a failure, Ill take care to be 
so compromised that I must get away out of the country, and 
I leave to yourself to say what reeompense will be enough to 
repay a man for the loss of his home, and of his wife and 
his children.” 

The laugh with which he concluded this speech rang out 
with something so devilish in its cadence that she turned 
away sickened and disgusted. 

‘“If I thought you as base as your words bespeak you, 
I’d never see you again,” said she, rising and moving 
towards the door. 

‘¢T’ll have one cigar, mother, before I join you in the 
drawing-room,” said he, taking it out as he spoke. ‘‘I’d 
not have indulged if you had not left me. May I ordera 
little more sherry?” 

‘*Ring for whatever you want,” said she, coldly, and 
quitted the room. 


CHAPTER XIII. 
THE VISIT TO THE JAIL. 


CoLoneL SEWELL was well known in the city, and when he 
presented himself at the jail, was received by the deputy- 
governor with all fitting courtesy. ‘* Your house is pretty 
full, I believe, Mr. Bland,” said Sewell, jocularly. 

*¢ Yes, sir; I never remember to have had so many pris- 
oners in charge; and the Mountjoy Prison has sent off two 
drafts this morning to England, to make room for the new 
committals. The order is all right, sir,” said he, looking at 
the paper Sewell extended towards him. ‘‘ The governor 
has given him a small room in his own house. It would 
have been hard to put him with the others, who are so 
inferior to him.” 

‘* A man of station and rank, then?” asked Sewell. 

‘¢ So they say, sir.” 

‘¢ And his name? ” 

‘* You must excuse me, Colonel. It is a case for great 
caution; and we have been strictly enjoined not to let his 
name get abroad at present. Mr. Spencer’s note — for he 
wrote to us last night — said, ‘If it should turn out that 
Colonel Sewell is acquainted with the prisoner, as he opines, 
you will repeat the caution I already impressed upon him, 
not to divulge his name.’ The fact is, sir,” said he, lowering 
his voice to a confidential tone, ‘‘ I may venture to tell you 
that his diary contains so many names of men in high posi- 
tion, that it is all-important we should proceed with great 
secrecy, for we find persons involved whom nobody could 
possibly have suspected could be engaged in such a scheme.” 

‘‘Tt is not easy to believe men could be such asses,” said 
Sewell, contemptuously. ‘‘Is this gentleman Irish? ” 
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‘¢Not at liberty to say, sir. My orders are peremptory 
on the subject of his personality.” 

‘¢- You are a miracle of discretion, Mr. Bland.” 

‘¢Charmed to hear you say so, Colonel Sewell. There’s 
no one whose good word I’d be more proud of.” 

‘¢ And why is n’t he bailed?” said Sewell, returning to the 
charge. ‘‘ Had he no one to be his surety? ” 

‘“¢That’s strange enough, sir. Mr. Spencer put it to him 
that he’d better have some legal adviser; and though he 
would n’t go so far as to say they’d take bail for him, he 
hinted that probably he would like to confer with some 
friend, and all the answer he got was, ‘It’s all a mistake 
from beginning to end. I’m not the man you’re looking 
for; but if it gives the poor devil time to make his escape, 
perhaps he’ll live to learn better; and so I’m at your 
orders.’ ” 

‘¢T suppose that pretext did not impose upon the magis- 
trate?” 

‘* Not for a moment, sir. Mr. Spencer is an old bird, 
and not to be caught by such chaff. He sent him off here 
at once. He tried the same dodge, though, when he came 
in. ‘If I could have a quiet room for the few days I shall 
be here, it would be a great comfort to me,’ said he to the 
governor. ‘I have a number of letters to write; and if you 
eould manage to give me one with a north light, it would 
oblige me immensely, for I’m fond of painting.’ Not bad 
that, sir, for a man suspected of treason-felony,—a north 
light to paint by!” 

*¢ You need not announce me by name, Mr. Bland, for it’s 
just as likely I shall discover that this gentleman and I are 
strangers to each other; but simply say, ‘A gentleman who 
wishes to see you.’ ” 

‘¢ Take Colonel Sewell up to the governor’s corridor,” said 
he to a turnkey, ‘‘ and show him to the small room next the 
chapel.” 

Musing over what Mr. Bland had told him, Sewell as- 
cended the stairs. His mission had not been much to his 
taste from the beginning. If it at first seemed to offer the 
probability of placing the old Judge in his power by some 
act of indiscretion, by some rash step or other, a little reflec- 
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tion showed that to employ the pressure such a weakness 
might expose him to, would necessitate the taking of other 
people into confidence. ‘‘I will have no accomplices! ” 
muttered Sewell; ‘‘ no fellows to dictate the terms on which 
they will not betray me! If I cannot get this old man into 
my power by myself alone, I’ll not do it by the help of 
another.” 

‘¢T shall have to lock you in, sir,” said the man, apologeti- 
cally, as he proceeded to open the door. 

‘¢T suppose you will let me out again?” said Sewell, 
laughing. 

** Certainly, sir. Ill return in half an hour.” 

‘¢T think you’d better wait and see if five minutes will 
not suffice.” 

‘* Very well, sir. You’ll knock whenever you wish me to 
open the door.” 

When Sewell entered the room, the stranger was seated at 
the window, with his back towards the door, and apparently 
so absorbed in his thoughts that he had not heard his ap- 
proach. The noise of the door being slammed to and locked, 
however, aroused him, and he turned suddenly round, and 
almost as suddenly sprang to his feet. ‘* What! Sir Brook 
Fossbrooke! ” cried Sewell, falling back towards the door. 

‘s Your surprise is not greater than mine, sir, at this 
meeting. I have no need to be told, however, that you did 
not come here to see me.” 

‘‘ No; it was a mistake. The man brought me to the 
wrong room. My visit was intended for another,” muttered 
Sewell, hasily. 

‘¢Pray, sir, be seated,” said Fossbrooke, presenting a 
chair. ‘* Chance will occasionally do more for us than our 
best endeavors. Since I have arrived in Ireland I have 
made many attempts to meet you, but without success. 
Accident, however, has favored me, and I rejoice to profit 
by my good luck.” 

‘¢T have explained, Sir Brook, that I was on my way to 
see a gentleman to whom my visit is of great consequence. 
I hope you will allow me to take another opportunity of con- 
ferring with you.” 

‘¢ I think my condition as a prisoner ought to be the best 
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answer to your request. No, sir. The few words we need 
say to each other must be said now. Sit there, if you 
please;” and as he placed a chair for Sewell towards the 
window, he took his own place with his back to the door. 

‘*' This is very like imprisonment,” said Sewell, with an 
attempt at a laugh. 

‘¢ Perhaps, sir, if each of us had his due, you have as good 
a right to be here as myself; but let us not lose time in an 
exchange of compliments. My visit to this country was made 
entirely on your account.” 

‘“¢On mine! How upon mine? ” 

‘¢On yours, Colonel Sewell. You may remember at our last 
conversation — it was at the Chief Baron’s country-house — 
you made me a promise with regard to Miss Lendrick —” 

‘¢T remember,” broke in Sewell, hastily, for he saw in 
the flush of the other’s cheek how the difficulty of what he 
had to say was already giving him a most painful emotion. 
‘¢ You stipulated something about keeping my wife apart 
from that young lady. You expressed certain fears about 
contamination —” 

‘¢Qh, sir, you wrong me deeply,” said the old man, with 
broken utterance. 

‘*T’d be happy to think I had misunderstood you,” said 
Sewell, still pursuing his advantage. ‘‘ Of course, it was very 
painful to me at the time. My wife, too, felt it bitterly.” 

Fossbrooke started at this as if stung, and his brow 
darkened and his eyes flashed as he said: ** Enough of 
this, sir. It is not the first time I have been calumniated 
in the same quarter. Let us talk of something else. You 
hold in your hand certain letters of Major Trafford, — 
Lionel ‘Trafford, —and you make them the ground of a 
threat against him. Is it not so?” 

‘*T declare, Sir Brook, the interest you take in what relates 
to my wife somewhat passes the bounds of delicacy.” 

‘*T know what youmean. I knowthe advantage you would 
take of me, and which you took awhile ago; but I will not 
suffer it. J want these letters, — what’s their price? ” 

‘* They are in the hands of my solicitors, Kane & Kincaid; 
and I think it very unlikely they will stay the proceedings they 
have taken on them by any demand of yours.” 
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‘¢ T want them, and must have them.” 

Sewell shrugged his shoulders, and made a gesture to imply 
that he had already given him his answer. 

‘* And what suit would you pretend — But why do I ask 
you? What is it to me by what schemes you prosecute your 
plans? Look here, sir; I was once ona time possessed of a 
document which would have subjected you to the fate of a 
felon; it was the forgery of my name —” 

‘* My dear Sir Brook, if your memory were a little better 
you would remember that you had once to apologize for 
that charge, and avow it was totally unfounded.” 

*¢Ttis untrue, sir; and you knowitisuntrue. Ideclared I 
would produce a document before three or four of your brother 
officers, and it was stolen from me on the night before the 
meeting.” 

‘¢T remember that explanation, and the painful impression 
your position excited at the time; but really I have no taste 
for going back over a long-past period. I’m not old enough, 
I suppose, to care for these reminiscences. Will you allow 
me to take my leave of you?” 

‘‘ No, sir; you shall hear me out. It may possibly be to 
your own advantage to bestow a little time upon me. You 
are fond of compromises, — as you ought to be, for your life 
has been a series of them: now I have one to propose to you. 
Let Trafford have back his letters, and you shall hear of this 
charge no more.” 

‘¢ Really, sir, you must form a very low estimate of my 
intelligence, or you would not have made such a proposi- 
tion; or probably,” added he, with a sneer, “you have been 
led away by the eminence of the position you occupy at this 
moment to make this demand.” 

Fossbrooke started at the boldness of this speech, and 
looked about him, and probably remembered for the first 
time since the interview began that he was a prisoner. ‘‘ A 
few days —a few hours, perhaps — will see me free,” said 
the old man, haughtily. ‘‘I know too well the difficulties 
that surround men in times like these to be angry or im- 
patient at a mistake whose worst consequences are a little 
inconvenience.” 

‘* T own, sir, I was grieved to think you could have involved 
yourself in such a scheme.” 
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‘‘ Nothing of the kind, sir. You were only grieved to think 
that there could be no solid foundation for the charge against 
me. Itwould be the best tidings you could hear to learn that 
I was to leave this for the dock, with the convict hulk in the 
distance; but I forget I had promised myself not to dis- 
cuss my own affairs with you. What say you to what I have 
proposed?” 

‘¢ You have proposed nothing, Sir Brook, — at least nothing 
serious, since I can scarcely regard as a proposition the offer 
not to renew acharge which broke down once before for want 
of evidence.” 

‘¢ What if I have that evidence? What if I am prepared to 
produce it? Ay, sir, you may look incredulous if you like. 
It is not to a man of your stamp I appeal to be believed on 
my word; but you shall see the document, — you shall see it 
on the same day that a jury shall see it.” 

*¢T perceive, Sir Brook, that it is useless to prolong this 
conversation. Your old grudge against me is too much 
even for your good sense. Your dislike surmounts your 
reason. Yes, open the door at once. I am tired waiting 
for you,” cried he, impatiently, as the turnkey’s voice was 
heard without. 

**Once more I make you this offer,” said Fossbrooke, 
rising from his seat. ‘* Think well ere you refuse it.” 

‘¢You have no such document as you say.” 

‘Tf I have not, the failure is mine.” 

The door was now open, and the turnkey standing at it. 

‘** They will accept bail, won’t they?” said Sewell, adroitly 
turning the conversation. ‘‘I think,” continued he, ‘* this 
matter can be easily arranged. I will go at once to the 
Head Office and return here at once.” 

‘¢ We are agreed, then?” said Fossbrooke, in a low voice. 

‘* Yes,” said Sewell, hastily, as he passed out and left him. 

The turnkey closed and locked the door, and overtook 
Sewell as he walked along the corridor. ‘‘ They are taking 
information this moment, sir, about the prisoner. The in- 
former is in the room.” 

‘¢ Who is he? What’s his name?” 

‘*O’Reardon, sir; a fellow of great ’cuteness. He’s in 
the pay of the Castle these thirty years.” 
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‘* Might I be present at the examination? Would you ask 
if I might hear the case?” 

The man assured him that this was impossible ; and Sewell 
stood with his hand on the balustrade, deeply revolving what 
he had just heard. 

‘¢ And is O’Reardon a prisoner here? ” 

‘* Not exactly, sir; but partly for his own safety, partly 
to be sure he’s not tampered with, we often keep the men in 
confinement till a case is finished.” 

‘¢ How long will this morning’s examination last? At 
what hour will it probably he over?” 

‘¢ By four, sir, or half-past, they ’ll be coming out.” 

**T’ll return by that time. 17d like to speak to him. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
A GRAND DINNER AT THE PRIORY. 


THE examination was still proceeding when Sewell returned 
at five o’clock ; and although he waited above an hour in the 
hope of its being concluded, the case was still under consid- 
eration; and as the Chief Baron had a large dinner-party on 
that day, from which the Colonel could not absent himself, 
he was obliged to hasten back in all speed to dress. 

‘¢ His Lordship has sent three times to know if you had 
come in, sir,” said his servant, as he entered his room. 

And while he was yet speaking came another messenger 
to say that the Chief Baron wanted to see the Colonel imme- 
diately. With a gesture of impatience Sewell put on again 
the coat he had just thrown off, and followed the man to the 
Chief’s dressing-room. 

‘¢T have been expecting you since three o’clock, sir,” said 
the old man, after motioning to his valet to leave the room. 

“‘T feared I was late, my Lord, and was going to dress 
when I got your message.” 

‘* But you have been away seven hours, sir.” 

The tone and manner of this speech, and the words them- 
selves, calling him to account in a way a servant would 
scarcely have brooked, so overcame Sewell that only by an 
immense effort of self-control could he restrain his temper, 
and avoid bursting forth with the long-pent-up passion that 
was consuming him. 

‘¢T was detained, my Lord, — unavoidably detained,” said 
he, with a voice thick and husky with anger. What added 
to his passion was the confusion he felt; for he had not de- 
termined, when he entered the room, whether to avow that 
the prisoner was Fossbrooke or not, resolving to be guided 
by the Chief’s manner and temper as to the line he should 
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take. Now this outburst completely routed his judgment, 
and left him uncertain and vacillating. 

‘¢ And now, sir, for your report,” said the old man, seat- 
ing himself and folding his arms on his chest. 

**T have little to report, my Lord. They affect a degree 
of mystery about this person, both at the Head Office and 
at the jail, which is perfectly absurd; and will neither give 
his name nor his belongings. ‘The pretence is, of course, to 
enable them to ensnare others with whom he is in corre- 
spondence. I believe, however, the truth to be, he is a very 
vulgar criminal, —a gauger, it is said, from Loughrea, and 
no such prize as the Castle people fancied. His passion for 
notoriety, it seems, has involved him in scores of things of 
this kind; and his ambition is always to be his own lawyer 
and defend himself.” 

‘* Enough, sir; a gauger and self-confident prating rascal 
combine the two things which I most heartily detest. Pem- 
berton may take his will of him for me; he may make him 
illustrate every blunder of his bad law, and I’ll not say him 
nay. You will take Lady Ecclesfield in to dinner to-day, 
and place her opposite me at table. Your wife speaks 
French well, —let her sit next Count de Lanoy, but give 
her arm to the Bishop of Down. Let us have no politics 
over our wine; I cannot trust myself with the law-officers 
before me, and at my own table they must not be sacri- 
ficed.” 

‘¢Ts Pemberton coming, my Lord?” 

‘‘ He is, sir, — he is coming on a tour of inspection, — he 
wants to sce from my dietary how soon he may calculate on 
my demise; and the Attorney-General will be here on the 
like errand. My hearse, sir, it is, that stops the way, and 
I have not ordered it up yet. Can you tell me is Lady Len- 
drick coming to dinner, for she has not favored me with a 
reply to my invitation?” 

‘¢T am unable to say, my Lord; I have not seen her; 
she has, however, been slightly indisposed of late.” 

‘“‘T am distressed to hear it. At all events, I have kept 
her place for her, as well as one for Mr. Balfour, who is 
expected from England to-day. If Lady Lendrick should 
come, Lord Kilgobbin will take her in.” 
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‘¢T think I hear an arrival. I’d better finish my dressing. 
I scarcely thought it was so late.” 

‘¢ Take care that the topic of India be avoided, or we shall 
have Colonel Kimberley and his tiger stories.” 

‘¢T’ll look to it,” said Sewell, moving towards the door. 

‘*You have given orders about decanting the cham- 
pagne?” 

‘‘ About everything, my Lord. There comes another 
carriage, I must make haste;” and so saying, he fled from 
the room before the Chief could add another question. 

Sewell had but little time to think over the step he had 
just taken, but in that little time he satisfied himself that he 
had acted wisely. It was a rare thing for the Chief to re- 
turn to any theme he had once dismissed. Indeed, it would 
have implied a doubt of his former judgment, which was the 
very last thing that could occur to him. ‘‘ My decisions 
are not reversed,” was his favorite expression; so that 
nothing was less probable than that he would again revert to 
the prisoner or his case. As for Fossbrooke himself and 
how to deal with him, that was a weightier question, and 
demanded more thought than he could now give it. 

As he descended to the drawing-room, the last of the com- 
pany had just entered, and dinner was announced. Lady 
Lendrick and Mr. Balfour were both absent. It was a 
grand dinner on that day, in the fullest sense of that formi- 
dable expression. It was very tedious, very splendid, very 
costly, and intolerably wearisome and stupid. The guests 
were overlaid by the endless round of dishes and the variety 
of wines, and such as had not sunk into a drowsy repletion 
occupied themselves in criticising the taste of a banquet, 
which was, after all, a travesty of a foreign dinner without 
that perfection of cookery and graceful lightness in the de- 
tail which gives all the elegance and charm to such enter- 
tainments. The more fastidious part of the company saw 
all the defects; the homelier ones regretted the absence of 
meats that they knew, and wines they were accustomed to. 
None were pleased, — none at their ease but the host him- 
self. As for him, seated in the centre of the table, over- 
shadowed almost by a towering epergne, he felt like a king 
on his throne. All around him breathed that air of newness 
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that smacked of youth; and the table spread with flowers, 
and an ornamental dessert, seemed to emblematize that 
modern civilization which had enabled himself to throw off 
the old man and come out into the world crimped, curled, 
and carmined, be-wigged and be-waistcoated. 

‘* Kighty-seven! my father and he were contemporaries,” 
said Lord Kilgobbin, as they assembled in the drawing-room ; 
‘**a wonderful man, — a really wonderful man for his age.” 

The Bishop muttered something in concurrence, only add- 
ing ‘* Providence” to the clause; while Pemberton whis- 
pered the Attorney-General that it was the most painful 
attack of acute youth he had ever witnessed. As for Colonel 
Kimberley, he thought nothing of the Chief’s age, for he had 
shot a brown bear up at Rhumnuggher, ‘‘ the natives knew 
to be upwards of two hundred years old, some said three 
hundred.” 

As they took their coffee in groups or knots, Sewell drew 
his arm within Pemberton’s and led him through the open 
sash-door into the garden. ‘+I know you want a cigar,” 
said he, ‘‘and sodolI. Let us take a turn here and enjoy 
ourselves. What a bore is a big dinner! I’d as soon as- 
semble all my duns as I'd get together all the dreary people 
of my acquaintance. It’s a great mistake,—don’t you 
think so?” said Sewell, who, for the first time in his life, 
accosted Pemberton in this tone of easy familiarity. 

“TI fancy, however, the Chief likes it,” said the other, 
cautiously; ‘‘he was particularly lively and witty to-day.” 

“These displays cost him dearly. You should see him 
after the thing was over. With the paint washed off, palpi- 
tating on a sofa steeped with sulphuric ether, and stimulated 
with ammonia, one wouldn’t say he’d get through the 
night.” 

“What a constitution he must have!” 

“Tt’s not that; at least, that’s not the way I read him. 
My theory is, it is his temper — that violent, irascible, fer- 
vid temper — burning like a red-hot coal within him, sus- 
tains the heat that gives life and vigor to his nature. If he 
has a good-bumored day,— it’s not a very frequent occur- 
rence, but it happens now and then,—he grows ten years 
older. I made that discovery lately. It seems as though 
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if he could n’t spite the world, he’d have no objection to 
taking leave of it.” 

‘“That sounds rather severe,” said Pemberton, cautiously ; 
for though he liked the tone of the other’s conversation, 
he was not exactly sure it was quite safe to show his con- 
currence. 

‘It’s the fact, however, severe or not. There’s nothing 
in our relations to each other that should prevent my speak- 
ing my mind about him. My mother had the bad luck to 
marry him, and being gifted with a temper not very unlike 
his own, they discovered the singular fact that two people 
who resemble each other can become perfectly incompatible. 
I used to think that she couldn’t be matched. I recant, 
however, and acknowledge candidly he could ‘ give her a 
distance.’ ” 

Pemberton gave a little laugh, as it were of encourage- 
ment to go on, and the other proceeded. 

‘‘My wife understands him best of all. She gives way 
in everything; all he says is right, all he opines is wisdom, 
and it’s astonishing how this yielding, compliant, submis- 
sive spirit breaks him down; he pines under it, just as a 
man accustomed to sharp exercise would waste and decay 
by a life of confinement. I declare there was one week here 
we had got him toa degree of gentleness that was quite 
edifying, but my mother came and paid a visit when we 
were out, and when we returned there he was! violent, flar- 
ing, and vigorous as ever, wild with vanity, and mad to 
match himself with the first men of the day.” 

While Sewell talked in this open and indiscreet way of 
the old Judge, his meaning was to show with what perfect 
confidence he treated his companion, and at the same time 
how fair and natural it would be to expect frankness in 
return. The crafty lawyer, however, trained in the school 
where all these feints and false parries are the commonest 
tricks of fence, never ventured beyond an expression of 
well-got-up astonishment, or a laugh of enjoyment at some 
of Sewell’s smartnesses. 

“You want a light?” said Sewell, seeing that the other 
held his cigar still unlit in his fingers. 

“Thanks. I was forgetting it. The fact is, you kept me 
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so much amused, I never thought of smoking; nor am I 
much of a smoker at any time.” 

‘It’s the vice of the idle man, and you are not in that 
category. By the way, what a busy time you must have of 
it now, with all these commitments?” 

‘“Not so much as one might think. The cases are nu- 
merous, but they are all the same. Indeed, the informations 
are identical in nearly every instance. Tim Branegan had 
two numbers of the ‘Green Flag’ newspaper, some loose 
powder in his waistcoat-pocket, and an American drill-book 
in the crown of his hat.” 

**And is that treason-felony?” 

**With a little filling-up it becomes so. In the rank of 
life these men belong to, it’s as easy to find a rebel as it 
would be in Africa to discover a man with a woolly head.” 

‘‘And this present movement is entirely limited to that 
class?” said Sewell, carelessly. 

“So we thought till a couple of days ago, but we have 
now arrested one whose condition is that of a gentleman.” 

‘*With anything like strong evidence against him?” 

‘*T have not seen the informations myself, but Burrowes, 
who has read them, calls them highly important; not alone 
as regards the prisoner, but a number of people whose loyalty 
was never so much as suspected. Now the Viceroy is away, 
the Chief Secretary on the Continent, and even Balfour, 
who can always find out what the Cabinet wishes, — Balfour 
absent, we are actually puzzled whether the publicity attend- 
ing the prosecution of such a man would not serve rather 
than damage the rebel cause, displaying, as it would, that 
there is a sympathy for this movement in a quarter far 
removed from the peasant.” 

‘‘Isn’t it strange that the Chief Baron should have, the 
other evening, in the course of talk, hit upon such a possi- 
bility as this, and said, ‘ I wonder would the Castle lawyers 
be crafty enough to see that such a case should not be 
brought to trial? One man of education, and whose motives 
might be ascribed to an exalted, however misdirected, 
patriotism,’ said he, ‘would lift this rabble out of the 
slough of their vulgar movement, and give it the character 
of a national rising.’ ” 
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‘‘But what would he do? Did he say how he would act?” 

*‘He said something about ‘ bail,’ and he used a word I 
wasn’t familiar with—like estreating: is there such a 
word?” 

‘Yes, yes, there is; but I don’t see how it’s to be done. 
Would it be possible to have a talk with him on the matter 
— informally, of course?” 

“‘That would betray me, and he would never forgive my 
having told you his opinion already,” said Sewell. ‘‘No, 
that is out of the question; but if you would confide to me 
the points you want his judgment on, I’d manage to obtain 
Lees 

Pemberton seemed to reflect over this, and walked along 
some paces in silence. 

‘‘He mentioned a curious thing,” said Sewell, laughingly; 
“the said that in Emmett’s affair there were three or four 
men compromised, whom the Government were very unwill- 
ing to bring to trial, and that they actually provided the 
bail for them, — secretly, of course, — and indemnified the 
men for their losses on the forfeiture.” 

*“*Tt could n’t be done now,” said Pemberton. 

‘That ’s what the Chief said. They could n’t do it now, 
for they have not got M‘ Nally, — whoever M‘Nally was.” 

Pemberton colored crimson, for M‘Nally was the name of 
the Solicitor-General of that day, and he knew well that the 
sarcasm was in the comparison between that clever lawyer 
and himself. 

‘*What I meant was, that Crown lawyers have a very 
different public to account to in the present day from what 
they had in those lawless times,” said Pemberton, with irri- 
tation. ‘I’m afraid the Chief Baron, with all his learning 
and all his wit, likes to go back to that period for every one 
of his illustrations. You heard how he capped the Arch- 
bishop’s allusion to the Prodigal Son to-day?—I don’t 
think his Grace liked it — that it requires more tact to pro- 
vide an escape for a criminal than to prosecute a guilty 
man to conviction.” 

“That’s so like him!” said Sewell, with a bitter laugh. 
*‘Perhaps the great charm that attaches him to public life is 
to be able to utter his flippant impertinences ex cathedrd. 
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If you could hit upon some position from which he could 
fulminate his bolts of sarcasm with effect, I fancy he’d not 
object to resign the Bench. I heard him once say, ‘ I cannot 
go to church without a transgression, for I envy the preacher, 
who has the congregation at his mercy for an hour.’ ” 

‘*Ah, he’ll not resign,” sighed Pemberton, deeply. 

“ T don’t know that.” 

**At least he ’1l not do so on any terms they ’l1 make with 
him.” 

‘‘Nor am I so sure of that,” repeated the other, gravely. 
Sewell waited for some rejoinder to this speech, of which 
he hoped his companion would ask the explanation; but the 
cautious lawyer said not a word. 

**No man with a sensitive, irascible, and vain disposition 
is to be turned from his course, whatever it be, by menace 
or bully,” said Sewell. ‘*The weak side of these people is 
their vanity, and to approach them by that you ought to 
know and to cultivate those who are about them. Now, I 
have no hesitation in saying there were moments — ay, 
there were hours —in which, if it had been any interest to 
me, I could have got him to resign. He is eminently a 
man of his word, and, once pledged, nothing would make 
him retire from his promise.” 

**T declare, after all,” said Pemberton, ‘‘if he feels equal 
to the hard work of the Court, and likes it, I don’t see why 
all this pressure should be put upon him. Do you?” 

‘*T am the last man probably to see it,” said Sewell, with 
an easy laugh. ‘‘His abdication would, of course, not 
suit me. I suppose we had better stroll back into the house, 
— they ’ll miss us.” There was an evident coldness in the 
way these last words were spoken, and Sewell meant that 
the lawyer should see his irritation. 

‘‘Have you ever said anything to Balfour about what we 
haye been talking of?” said Pemberton, as they moved 
towards the house. 

‘‘T may or I may not. I talk pretty freely on all sorts of 
things — and, unfortunately, with an incaution, too, that is 
not always profitable.” 

‘Because if you were to show him as clearly as awhile 
ago you showed me, the mode in which this matter might be 
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negotiated, I have little doubt — that is, I have reason to 
suppose — or I might go farther and say that I know —” 

‘*T ll tell you what J know, Mr. Solicitor, that I would n’t 
give that end of a cigar,” and he pitched it from him as he 
spoke, “to decide the question either way.” And with this 
they passed on and mingled with the company in the 
drawing-room. ‘‘I have hooked you at last, my shrewd 
friend; and if I know anything of mankind, I’ll see you, or 
hear from you, before twelve hours are over.” 

“Where have you been, Colonel, with my friend the Soli- 
citor-General?”’ said the Chief Baron. 

‘*Cabinet-making, my Lord,” said Sewell, laughingly. 

“*Take care, sir,” said the Chief, sternly, — “take care of 
that pastime. It has led more than one man to become a 
Joiner and a Turner!” And a buzz went through the room 
as men repeated this mot, and people asked each other, ‘‘Is 
this the man we are calling on to retire as worn-out, effete, 
and exhausted?” 


CHAPTER XV. 
CHIEF SECRETARY BALFOUR. 


Mr. Barrovr returned to Ireland a greater man than he left 
it. He had been advanced to the post of Chief Secretary, 
and had taken his seat in the House as member for Muddle- 
port. Political life was, therefore, dawning very graciously 
upon him, and his ambition was budding with every pros- 
pect of success. 

The Secretary’s lodge in the Phenix Park is somewhat 
of a pretty residence, and with its gardens, its shrubberies, 
and conservatory, seen on a summer’s day when broad 
cloud-shadows lie sleeping on the Dublin mountains, and 
the fragrant white thorn scents the air, must certainly be a 
pleasant change from the din, the crush, and the turmoil of 
“town” at the fag end of a season. English officials call 
it damp. Indeed, they have a trick of ascribing this quality 
to all things Irish; and national energy, national common- 
sense, and national loyalty seem to them to be ever in a 
diluted form. Even our drollery is not as dry as our 
neighbors’. 

In this official residence Mr. Balfour was now installed, 
and while Fortune seemed to shower her favors so lavishly 
upon him, the guid amarum was still there, — his tenure 
was insecure. The party to which he belonged had contrived 
to offend some of its followers and alienate others, and, 
without adopting any such decided line as might imply a 
change of policy, had excited a general sense of distrust in 
those who had once followed it implicitly. In the emer- 
gencies of party life, the manceuvre known to soldiers as a 
“change of front” is often required. The present Cabinet 
were in this position. They had been for some sessions 
trading on their Protestantism. They had been Churchmen 


118 SIR BROOK FOSSBROOKE. 


pur sang. Their bishops, their deans, their colonial appoint- 
ments, had all been of that orthodox kind that defied slan- 
der; and as it is said that a man with a broad-brimmed hat 
and drab gaiters may indulge unsuspected in vices which a 
more smartly got-up neighbor would bring down reproba- 
tion upon his head for practising, so may a Ministry under 
the shadow of Exeter Hall do a variety of things denied to 
less sacred individuals. ‘‘The Protestant ticket” had car- 
ried them safely over two sessions, but there came now a 
hitch in which they needed that strange section called ‘‘the 
Irish party,” a sort of political flying column, sufficiently 
uncertain always to need watching, and if not very compact 
or highly disciplined, rash and bold enough to be very 
damaging in moments of difficulty. Now, as Private Sec- 
retary, Balfour had snubbed this party repeatedly. They 
had been passed over in promotion, and their claims to 
advancement coldly received. The amenities of the Castle 
—that social Paradise of all Irish men and women — had 
been denied them. For them were no dinners, no mornings 
at the Lodge, and great were the murmurs of discontent 
thereat. A change, however, had come; an English defec- 
tion had rendered Irish support of consequence, and Balfour 
was sent over to, what in the slang of party is called, con- 
ciliate, but which, in less euphuistic phrase, might be 
termed to employ a system of general and outrageous 
corruption. 

Some averred that the Viceroy, indignantly refusing to 
be a party to this policy, feigned illness and stayed away; 
others declared that his resignation had been tendered and 
accepted, but that measures of state required secrecy on 
the subject; while a third section of guessers suggested 
that, when the coarse work of corruption had been accom- 
plished by the Secretary, his Excellency would arrive to 
crown the edifice. 

At all events, the Ministry stood in need of these “free 
lances,” and Cholmondely Balfour was sent over to secure 
them. Refore all governmental changes there is a sort of 
‘ground swell” amongst the knowing men of party that 
presages the storm; and so, now, scarcely had Balfour 
reached the Lodge than a rumor ran that some new turn of 
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policy was about to be tried, and that what is called the 
**Trish difficulty” was going to be discounted into the Eng- 
lish necessity. 

The first arrival at the Lodge was Pemberton. He had 
just been defeated at his election for Mallow, and ascribed 
his failure to the lukewarmness of the Government, and the 
indifference with which they had treated his demands for 
some small patronage for his supporters. Nor was it mere 
indiffererfce; there was actual reason to believe that favor 
was shown to his opponent, and that Mr. Heffernan, the 
Catholic barrister of extreme views, had met the support 
of more than one of those known to be under Government 
influence. There was a story of a letter from the Irish Office 
to Father O’Hea, the parish priest. Some averred they had 
read it, declaring that the Cabinet only desired to know 
‘“‘the real sentiments of Ireland, what Irishmen actually 
wished and wanted,” to meet them. Now, when a Gov- 
ernment official writes to a priest, his party is always in 
extremis. 

Pemberton reached the Lodge feverish, irritated, and 
uneasy. He had, not very willingly, surrendered a great 
practice at the Bar to enter life as a politician, and now 
what if the reward of his services should turn out to be 
treachery and betrayal? Over and over again had he been 
told he was to have the Bench; but the Chief Baron would 
neither die nor retire, nor was there any vacancy amongst 
the other courts. Nor had he done very well in Parliament; 
he was hasty and irritable in reply, too discursive in state- 
ment, and, worse than these, not plodding enough nor suf- 
ficiently given to repetition to please the House; for the 
‘tassembled wisdom” is fond of its ease, and very often 
listens with a drowsy consciousness that if it did not catch 
what the orator said aright, it was sure to hear him say it 
again later on. He had made no “hit” with the House, 
and he was not patient enough nor young enough to toil 
quietly on to gain that estimation which he had hoped to 
snatch at starting. 

Besides all these grounds of discontent, he was vexed at 
the careless way in which his party defended him against 
the attacks of the Opposition. Nothing, probably, teaches 
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aman his value to his own set so thoroughly as this test; 
and he who is ill defended in his absence generally knows 
that he may retire without cause of regret. He came out, 
therefore, that morning, to see Balfour, and, as the phrase 
is, ‘Shave it out with him.” Balfour’s instructions from 
the “other side,” as Irishmen playfully denominate England, 
were to get rid of Pemberton as soon as possible; but, at 
the same time, with all the caution required, not to convert 
an old adherent into an enemy. 

Balfour was at breakfast, with an Italian greyhound on a 
chair beside him, and a Maltese terrier seated on the table, 
when Pemberton was announced. He lounged over his 
meal, alternating tea with the ‘‘Times,” and now and then 
reading scraps of the letters which lay in heaps around 
him. 

After inviting his guest to partake of something, and 
hearing that he had already breakfasted three hours before, 
Balfour began to give him all the political gossip of town. 
This, for the most part, related to changes and promotions, 
— how Griffith was to go to the Colonial, and Haughton to 
the Foreign Office; that Forbes was to have the Bath, and 
make way for Betmore, who was to be Under-Secretary. 
“Chadwick, you see, gets nothing. He asked for a com- 
missionership, and we offered him the governorship of Ber- 
muda; hence has he gone down below the gangway, and sits 
on the seat of the scornful.” 

‘*Your majority was smaller than I looked for on Tuesday 
night. Couldn’t you have made a stronger muster?” said 
Pemberton. 

‘‘T don’t know: twenty-eight is not bad. There are so 
many of our people in abeyance. There are five fighting 
petitions against their return, and as many more seeking 
re-election, and a few more, like yourself, Pem, ‘ out in the 
cold.’ ” 

‘*For which gracious situation I have to thank my 
friends.” 

‘Indeed! how is that?” 

‘*It is somewhat cool to ask me. Have you not seen the 
papers lately? Have you not read the letter that Sir Gray 
Chadwell addressed to Father O’Hea of Mallow?” 
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“Of course I have read it—an admirable letter — 
a capital letter. I don’t know where the case of Ireland 
has been treated with such masterly knowledge and 
discrimination.” 

‘‘And why have my instructions been always in an 
opposite sense? Why have I been given to believe that 
the Ministry distrusted that party and feared their bad 
faith?” 

. ‘**Have you ever seen Griinzenhoff’s account of the battle 
of Leipsic?” 

‘**No; nor have I the slightest curiosity to hear how it 
applies to what we are talking of.” 

‘*But it does apply. It’s the very neatest apropos I could 
cite for you. There was a moment, he says, in that history, 
when Schwarzenberg was about to outflank the Saxons, and 
open a terrific fire of artillery upon them; and either they 
saw what fate impended over them, or that the hour they 
wished for had come, but they all deserted the ranks of the 
French and went over to the Allies.” 

‘*And you fancy that the Catholics are going to side with 
you?” said Pemberton, with a sneer. 

‘*Tt suits both parties to believe it, Pem.” 

‘*The credulity will be all your enn Mr. Balfour. I know 
my countrymen better than you do.” 

“That’s exactly what they won’t credit. at Downing 
Street, Pem; and I assure you that my heart is broken de- 
fending you in the House. They are eternally asking about 
what happened at such an assize, and why the Crown was 
not better prepared in such a prosecution; and though I am: 
accounted a ready fellow in reply, it becomes a bore at 
last. I’m sorry to say it, Pem, but it is a bore.” 

‘‘T am glad, Mr. Balfour, exceedingly glad, you should 
put the issue between us so clearly; though I own to you 
that coming here this morning as the plaintiff, it is not 
without surprise I find myself on my defence.” 

‘‘What’s this, Banks?” asked Balfour, hastily, as his 
private secretary entered with a despatch. 

‘“From Crew, sir; it must be his Excellency sends it.” 

Balfour broke it open, and exclaimed: “In cipher too! 
Go and have it transcribed at once; you have the key here.” 
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“Yes, sir; I am familiar with the character, too, and 
can do it quickly.” Thus saying, he left the room. 

While this brief dialogue was taking place, Pemberton 
walked up and down the room, pale and agitated in fea- 
tures, but with a compressed lip and bent brow, like one 
nerving himself for coming conflict. 

‘‘T hope we’re not out,” said Balfour, with a laugh of 
assumed indifference. ‘‘He rarely employs a cipher; and 
it must be something of moment, or he would not do so 
now.” 

“Tt is a matter of perfect indifference to me,” said Pem- 
berton. ‘‘Treated as I have been, I could scarcely say I 
should regret it.” 

“By Jove! the ship must be in a bad way when the offi- 
cers are taking to the boats,” said Balfour. ‘‘Why, Pem, 
you don’t really believe we are going to founder?” 

‘*T told you, sir,” said he, haughtily, ‘‘that it was a matter 
of the most perfect indifference to me whether you should 
sink or swim.” 

“You are one of the crew, I hope, a’n’t you?” 

Pemberton made no reply, and the other went on: ‘*To 
be sure, it may be said that an able seaman never has long 
to look for a ship; and in these political disasters, it’s only 
the captains that are really wrecked.” 

*‘One thing is certainly clear,” said Pemberton, with 
energy, ‘‘you have not much confidence in the craft you 
sail in.” 

‘*Who has, Pem? Show me the man that has, and I’ll 
show you a consummate ass. Parliamentary life is a road- 
stead with shifting sands, and there’s no going a step with- 
out the lead-line; and that’s one reason why the nation 
never likes to see one of your countrymen as the pilot, — 
you won’t take soundings.” 

“There are other reasons, too,” said Pemberton, sternly, 
‘*but I have not come here to discuss this subject. I want 
to know, once for all, is it the wish of your party that I 
should be in the House?” 

‘Of course it is; how can you doubt it?” 

‘‘That being the case, what steps have you taken, or what 
steps can you take, to secure me a seat?” 
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“Why, Pem, don’t you know enough of public life to 
know that when a Minister makes an Attorney-General, it 
is tacitly understood that the man can secure his return to 
Parliament? When I order out a chaise and pair, I don’t 
expect the innkeeper to tell me I must buy breeches and 
boots for the postilion.” 

“You deluge me with figures, Mr. Balfour, but they only 
confuse me. Iam neither a sailor nor a postboy; but I see 
Mr. Banks wishes to confer with you —I will retire.” 

“Take a turn in the garden, Pem, and I will be with you 
ina moment. Are you a smoker?” 

‘*‘Not in the morning,” said the other, stiffly, and with- 
drew. 

‘*Mr. Heffernan is here, sir; will you see him?” asked 
the Secretary. 

‘*Let him wait; whenever I ring the bell you can come and 
announce him. I will give my answer then. What of the 
despatch?” 

‘**It is nearly all copied out, sir. It was longer than I 
thought.” 

‘Let me see it now; I will read it at once.” 

The Secretary left the room, and soon returned with 
several sheets of note-paper in his hand. 

“Not all that, Banks?” 

‘¢ Yes, sir. It was two hundred and eighty-eight signs, — 
as long as the Queen’s Speech. It seems very important 
too.” 

‘¢ Read,” said Balfour, lighting his cigar. 


“¢To Chief Secretary Balfour, Castle, Dublin. — What are your 
people about? What new stupidity is this they have just accom- 
plished? Are there law advisers at the Castle, or are the cases for 
prosecution submitted to the members of the police force? Are you 
aware, or is it from me you are to learn, that there is now in the 
Richmond Jail, under accusation of “ Celtism,” a gentleman of a 
loyalty the equal of my own? Some blunder, if not some private 
personal malignity, procured his arrest, which, out of regard for me 
as an old personal friend, he neither resisted nor disputed, withhold- 
ing his name to avoid the publicity which could only have damaged 
the Government. I am too ill to leave my room, or would go over 
at once to rectify this gross and most painful blunder. If Pemberton 
is too fine a gentleman for his office, where was Hacket, or, if not 
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Hacket, Burrowes? Should this case get abroad and reach the Oppo- 
sition, there will be a storm in the House you will scarcely like to 
face, Take measures— immediate measures—for his release, by 
bail or otherwise, remembering, above all, to observe secrecy. I 
will send you by post to-night the letter in which F. communicates 
to me the story of his capture and imprisonment. Had the mis- 
chance befallen any other than a true gentleman and an old friend, 
it would have cost us dearly. Nothing equally painful has occurred 
to me in my whole official life. 

“Let the case be a warning to you in more ways than one. Your 
system of private information is degenerating into private persecu- 
tion, and would at last establish a state of things perfectly intolerable. 
Beg F. as a great favor to me, to come over and see me here, and 
repeat that I am too ill to travel, or would not have delayed an hour 
in going to him. There are few men, if there be one, who would in 
such a predicament have postponed all consideration of self to 
thoughts about his friends and their interest, and in all this we have 
had better luck than we deserved. 


707 


“ ¢ WILMINGTON. 


‘¢ Go over it again,” said Balfour, as he lit a cigar, and, 
placing a chair for his legs, gave himself up to a patient 
rehearing of the despatch. ‘‘I wonder who F. can be that 
he is so anxious about. It 7s a confounded mess, there ’s no 
doubt of it; and if the papers get hold of it, we’re done 
for. Beg Pemberton to come here, and leave us to talk 
together.” 

‘Read that, Pem,” said Balfour, as he smoked on, now 
and then puffing a whiff of tobacco at his terrier’s face, — 
‘* read that, and tell me what you say to it.” 

Though the lawyer made a great effort to seem calm and 
self-possessed, Balfour could see that the hand that held the 
paper shook as he read it. As he finished, he laid the docu- 
ment on the table without uttering a word. 

‘¢ Well?” cried Balfour, interrogatively, — ‘‘ well? ” 

‘*T take it, if all be as his Excellency says, that this is 
not the first case in which an innocent man has been sent to 
jail. Such things occur now and then in the model Eng- 
land, and I have never heard that they formed matter to 
impeach a Ministry.” 

‘¢ You heard of this committal, then? ” 

** No, not till now.” 
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** Not till now?” 

‘*Not till now. His Excellency, and indeed yourself, 
Mr. Balfour, seem to fall into the delusion that a Solicitor- 
General is a detective officer. Now, he is not, —nor any 
more is he a police magistrate. This arrest, I suppose, — 
I know nothing about it, but I suppose, — was made on 
certain sworn information. The law took its ordinary 
course; and the man who would neither tell his name nor 
give the clew to any one who would answer for him went to 
prison. It is unfortunate, certainly; but they who made 
this statute forgot to insert a clause that none of the enu- 
merated penalties should apply to any one who knew or had 
acquaintance with the Viceroy for the time being.” 

** Yes, as you remark, that was a stupid omission; and 
now, what’s to be done here?” 

‘*T opine his Excellency gives you ample instructions. 
You are to repair to the jail, make your apologies to F.— 
whoever F. may be, — induce him to let himself be bailed, 
and persuade him to go over and pass a fortnight at Crew 
Keep. Pray tell him, however, before he goes, that his 
being in prison was not in any way owing to the Solicitor- 
General’s being a fine gentleman.” 

**T ll send for the informations,” said Balfour, and rang 
his bell. ‘* Mr. Heffernan, sir, by appointment,” said the 
private secretary, entering with a card in his hand. 

‘¢ Oh, I had forgotten. It completely escaped me,” said 
Balfour, with a pretended confusion. ‘* Will you once more 
take a turn in the garden, Pem? —five minutes will do all 
I want.” 

‘“‘Tf my retirement is to facilitate Mr. Heffernan’s ad- 
vance, it would be ungracious to defer it; but give me till 
to-morrow to think of it.” 

‘‘T only spoke of going into the garden, my dear Pem.” 

‘¢T will do more, —I will take my leave. Indeed, I have 
important business in the Rolls Court.” 

‘¢T shall want to see you about this business,” said the 
other, touching the despatch. 

‘¢T’ll look in on you about five at the office, and by that 
time you’ll have seen Mr. F.” 

‘¢Mr. Heffernan could not wait, sir,—he has to open a 
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Record case in the Queen’s Bench,” said the Secretary, 
entering, ‘‘ but he says he will write to you this evening.” 

The Solicitor-General grinned. He fancied that the 
whole incident had been a most unfortunate malapropos, and 
that Balfour was sinking under shame and confusion. 

‘¢ How I wish Baron Lendrick could be induced to re- 
tire!’ said Balfour; ‘‘ it would save us a world of trouble.” 

‘¢The matter has little interest for me personally.” 

‘* Little interest for you? — how so?” 

‘‘T mean what I say; but I mean also not to be ques- 
tioned upon the matter,” said he, proudly. ‘* If, however, 
you are so very eager about it, there is a way I believe it 
might be done.” ; 

‘¢ How is that?” 

‘‘T had a talk, a half-confidential talk, last night with 
Sewell on the subject, and he distinctly gave me to under- 
stand it could be negotiated through him.” 

*¢ And you believed him? ” 

“Yes, I believed him. It was the sort of tortuous, 
crooked transaction such a man might well move in. Had 
he told me of something very fine, very generous or self- 
devoting, he was about to do, I’d have hesitated to accord 
him my trustfulness.” 

‘¢ What it is to be a lawyer!” said Balfour, with affected 
horror. 

‘¢ What it must be if a Secretary of State recoils from his 
perfidy! Oh, Mr. Balfour, for the short time our official 
connection may last let us play fair! I am not so cold- 
blooded, nor are you as crafty, as you imagine. We are 
both of us better than we seem.” 

‘¢ Will you dine here to-day, Pem?” 

‘* Thanks, no; I am engaged.” 

‘¢ To-morrow, then? —I’ll have Branley and Keppel to 
meet you.” 

‘‘T always get out of town on Saturday night. Pray 
excuse me.” 

‘* No tempting you, eh?” 

** Not in that way, certainly. Good-bye till five o’clock.” 


: CHAPTER XVI. 


A STARLIT NIGHT. 


Late at night of the same day on which the conversation of 
last chapter occurred, Sewell was returning to the Priory: 
he was on foot, having failed to find a carriage at that late 
hour, and was depressed and wretched in mind, for he had 
lost a large sum at the Club, which he had no means whatever 
to meet on the coming morning. 

It was a rare event with him to take a retrospect of his 
life; and his theory was that he owed any success he had 
ever won to the fact that he brought to the present — to 
the actual casualty before him— an amount of concentra- 
tion which men who look back or look forward never can 
command. Now, however, the past would force itself upon 
him, and his whole career, with all its faults and its failures, 
was before him. 

It was a bitter memory, the very bitterest one can im- 
agine, not in its self-accusation or reproach, but in the 
thought of all the grand opportunities he had thrown away, 
the reckless way in which he had treated Fortune, believing 
that she never would fail him. All his regrets were for the 
occasions he had suffered to slip by him unprofitably. He 
did not waste a thought on those he had ruined, many of 
them young fellows starting hopefully, joyously in life. 
His mind only dwelt on such as had escaped his snares. 
Ay, the very fellows to whom he had lost largely that night, 
had once been in his power! He remembered them when 
they ‘‘joined;” he had met them when they landed at 
Calcutta, in al] their raw inexperience of life, pressing their 
petty wagers upon him, and eagerly, almost ignominiously 
courting acquaintance with the favored aide-de-camp of the 
Governor-General. 
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And there they were now, bronzed, hard-featured, shrewd 
men of the world, who had paid for their experience, and 
knew its worth. 

Nothing to be done with them/ Indeed, there was little 
now ‘*to be done” anywhere. The whole machinery of life 
was changed. Formerly, when fellows started in life, they 
were trustful, uncalculating, and careless. Now, on the 
contrary, they were wary, cautious, and suspectful. Instead 
of attaching themselves to older men as safe guides and 
counsellors, they hung back from them as too skilful and too 
crafty to be dealt with. Except Trafford he had not seen 
one—not one, for many a day— who could be ‘‘ chaffed” 
into a bet, or laughed into play against his inclination. And 
what had he made of Trafford? A few hundred pounds in 
hand, and those letters which now Fossbrooke had insisted 
on his giving up. How invariably it was that same man 
who came up at every crisis of his life to thwart and defeat 
him. And it was a hard, a cruelly hard, thing to remember 
that this very man who had been the dupe of hundreds, who 
had been rogued and swindled out of all he had, should still 
have brought all his faculties to the task of persecuting 
him! 

‘¢One might have thought,” said he, with a bitter laugh, 
‘¢that he had troubles enough of his own not to have spare 
time to bestow upon me and my affairs. He was once, I 
own indeed, a rich man, with station and influence, and now 
he is a beggar. There was a time no society refused him 
entrée; now it is thought a very gracious thing to know him. 
Why will these things occupy him? And this stupid rebel- 
lion! I wonder how far he is compromised, or how far one 
could manage to have him compromised, by it? It is doubt- 
less some personal consideration, some liking for this or 
that man, that has entangled him in it. If Pemberton were 
not so close, he could tell this; but these lawyers are so re- 
served, so crafty, they will not even tell what a few hours 
later the whole world will read in the public papers. 

‘Tf I were to have my choice, it would puzzle me sorely 
to determine whether I’d rather be left a fine estate, — four 
or five thousand a year, — or be able to send old Fossbrooke 
to a penal settlement. I am afraid, sorely afraid, my dis- 
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interestedness would gain the day, and that I’d sacrifice my 
enjoyment to my vengeance! He has done me such a long 
list of wrongs, I’d like to square the account. It would be 
a moment worth living for, —that instant when the word 
Guilty would drop from the jury-box, and that I could lean 
over the dock and exchange a look with him. I’m not so 
sure he’d quail, though; but the shame, —the shame might 
unman him!” 

He had reached the gate of the avenue as he thus mused, 
and was about to insert the key in the lock, when a man 
arose from a little bench beside the lodge, and said, — 

‘¢ A fine night, sir; I’m glad you’re come.” 

‘*Who are you? Stand off!” cried Sewell, drawing his 
revolver, as he spoke, from his breast-pocket. 

*¢Q’Reardon, your honor, —only O’Reardon,” said the 
fellow, in his well-known whine. 

‘¢ And where the devil have you been this fortnight? 
What rascally treachery have you been hatching since I saw 
you? No long stories, my friend, and no lies. What have 
you been at?” 

‘¢T was never on any other errand than your honor’s ser- 
vice, so help me—” 

‘¢ Don’t swear, old fellow, if you want me to believe you. 
Perjury has a sort of bird-lime attraction for scoundrels like 
you; so just keep away from an oath.” 

O’Reardon laughed. ‘‘His honor was droll,—he was 
always droll, — and though not an Irishman himself, sorrow 
man living knew them better; ” and with this double compli- 
ment to his patron and his country, the fellow went on to 
show that he had been on ‘‘ the tracks of the ould man” 
since the day they parted. He had got a ‘‘case against 
him,” — the finest and fullest ever was seen. Mr. Spencer 
declared that “better informations never was sworn; ” and 
on this they arrested him, together with his diary, his traps, 
his drawings, his arms, and his bullet-mould. There were 
graye reasons for secrecy in the case, and great secrecy was 
observed. The examination was in private, and the prisoner 
was sent to the Richmond Jail, with a blank for his name. 

To the very circumstantial and prolix detail which 
O’Reardon gave with all the ‘‘onction” of a genuine in- 
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former, Sewell listened with a forced patience. Perhaps the 
thought of all the indignities that were heaped upon his 
enemy compensated him for the wearisomeness of the narra- 
tive. At last he stopped him in his story, and said, ‘‘ And 
how much of this accusation do you believe?” 

‘¢ All of it, — every word.” 

‘‘ You mean to say that he is engaged in this rebellion, 
and a sworn member of the Celt association?” 

‘‘— do. There’s more than thirty already off to trans- 
portation not so deep in it as him.” 

‘¢ Andif it should turn out that he is a man of station, and 
who once had a great fortune, and that in his whole life he 
never meddled with politics, —that he has friends amongst 
the first families of England, and has only to ask to have 
men of rank and position his sureties, — what then?” 

‘¢ He ’ll have to show what he was ‘ at’ a year ago when he 
lodged in my house at Cullen’s Wood, and wouldn’t give his 
name, nor the name of the young man that was with him, nor 
ever went out till it was dark night, and stole away at last 
with all sorts of tools and combustibles. He’ll have to show 
that I didn’t give his description up at the Castle, and get 
Mr. Balfour’s orders to watch him close; and what’s more, 
that he didn’t get a private visit one night from the Lord- 
Lieutenant himself, warning him to be off as quick as he could. 
I heard their words as I listened at the door.” 

‘¢So that, according to your veracious story, Mr. O’Rear- 
don, the Viceroy himself is a Celt and a rebel, eh?” 

‘¢ It’s none of my business to put the things together, and 
say what shows this, and what disproves that; that’s for Mr. 
Hacket and the people up at the Castle. I’m to get the facts, 
— nothing but the facts, — and them’s facts that I tell you.” 

‘*You’re on a wrong scent this time, O’Reardon; he is no 
rebel. I wish he was. I’d be better pleased than your- 
self if we could keep him fast where he is, and never let him 
leave it.” 

‘Well, he’s out now, and it’ll not be so easy to get him 
‘in’ again.” 

‘¢ How do you mean? — out! ” 

‘¢] mean he’s free. Mr. Balfour came himself with two 
other gentlemen, and they took him away in a coach.” 
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‘¢ Where to?” 

‘* That ’s more than I know.” 

‘* And why was I not kept informed on these matters? My 
last orders to you were to write to me daily.” 

‘*T was shut up myself the morning your honor left town. 
When I swore the informations they took me off, and never 
liberated me till this evening at eight o’clock.” 

** You ’ll soon find out where he is, won’t you?” 

‘¢ That I will. I’ll know before your honor’s up in the 
morning.” 

** And you’ll be able to tell what he’s after, — why he is 
here at all; for, mind me, O’Reardon, I tell you again, it’s 
not rebellion he’s thinking of.” 

&¢ 121) do that too, sir.” 

‘* Tf we could only get him out of the country, — persuade 
him that his best course was to be off. If we could manage 
to get rid of him, O’Reardon, — to get rid of him!” and he 
gave a fierce energy to the last words. 

‘* That would be easier than the other,” said the fellow, 
slyly. 

‘* What would be easier? ” cried Sewell, hurriedly. 

‘*What your honor said last,”? said the fellow, with a know- 
ing leer, as though the words were better not repeated. 

‘¢J don’t think I understand you, — speak out. What is 
it you mean?” 

*¢ Just this, then, that if it was that he was a trouble to any 
one, or that he’d be better out of the way, it would be the 
easiest thing in life to make some of the boys believe he was 
an informer and they’d soon do for him.” ; 

‘* Murder him, eh?” 

‘¢ T would n’t call it murdering if a man was a traitor; no- 
body could call that murder.” 

‘¢We’ll not discuss that point now;” and as he spoke, 
they came out from the shade of the avenue into the open 
space before the door, at which, late as it was, a carriage 
was now standing. ‘‘ Who can be here at this hour?” 
muttered Sewell. 

‘¢That’s a doctor’s coach, but I forget his name.” 

‘Oh! to be sure. It is Dr. Beattie’s carriage. You may 
leave me now, O’Reardon; but come up here early to-morrow, 
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—come to my room, and be sure to bring me some news of 
what we were talking about.” As the man moved away, 
Sewell stood for a moment or two to listen, —he thought 
he heard voices in the hall, which, being large and vaulted, 
had a peculiar echo. Yes, he heard them now plainly 
enough, and had barely time to conceal himself in the 
copse when Dr. Beattie and Mrs. Sewell descended the 
steps, and walked out upon the gravel. They passed so 
close to where Sewell stood that he could hear the very 
rustle of her silk dress as she walked. It was Beattie 
spoke, and his voice sounded stern and severe. ‘*I knew 
he could not stand it. I said so over and over again. It 
is not at his age that men can assume new modes of life, 
new associates, and new hours. Instead of augmenting, 
the wise course would have been to have diminished the 
sources of excitement to him. In the society of his grand- 
daughter, and with the few old friends whose companion- 
ship pleased him, and for whom he exerted himself to 
make those little harmless displays of his personal vanity, 
he might have gone on for years in comparative health.” 

‘¢ Tt was not I that devised these changes, doctor,” broke 
she in. ‘I never asked for these gayeties that you are 
condemning.” 

‘¢ These new-fangled fopperies, too! ’’ went on Beattie, as 
though not heeding her apology. ‘‘I declare to you that 
they gave me more pain, more true pain, to witness than 
any of his wild outbursts of passion. In the one, the man 
was real; and in the other, a mere mockery. And what’s 
the consequence?” added he, fiercely; ‘‘he himself feels 
the unworthy part he has been playing; instead of being 
overjoyed at the prospect of seeing his son again, the 
thought of it overwhelms him with confusion. He knows 
well how he would appear to the honest eyes of poor simple- 
hearted Tom Lendrick, whose one only pride in life was his 
father’s greatness.” 

*¢ And he is certainly coming? ” 

‘‘He has made an exchange for Malta, and will pass 
through here to see the Chief,—so he says in his short 
letter. He expects, too, to find Lucy here, and to take her 
out with him. I believe you don’t know Tom Lendrick? ” 
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‘*T met him at the Cape. He dined with us twice, if I 
remember aright; but he was shy and awkward, and we 
thought at the time that he had not taken to us.” 

‘¢ First acquaintance always chilled him, and his deep 
humility ever prevented him making those efforts in conver- 
sation which would have established his true value. Poor 
fellow, how little he was always understood! Well, well! 
I am keeping you out in the night air all this time —” 

‘* Oh, it is perfectly delicious, doctor. It is like a night 
in the tropics, so balmy and so bright.” 

**] don’t like to offer rude counsels, but my art some- 
times gives a man scant choice,” said he, after a brief 
pause. ‘‘I’d say, take your husband away, get him down 
to that place on the Shannon, — you have it still? Well, get 
him down there; he can always amuse himself; he’s fond 
of field-sports, and people are sure to be attentive to him in 
the neighborhood; and leave the old Judge to fall back into 
the well-worn groove of his former life. He’ll soon send 
for Tom and his daughter, and they ’Il fall into his ways, or, 
what’s better, he will fall into theirs, — without either ruin- 
ing his health or his fortune; plain speaking all this, Mrs. 
Sewell, but you asked for frankness, and told me it would 
not be ill taken.” 

*¢T don’t think Colonel Sewell would consent to this plan.” 

‘¢ Would you ?” asked he, bluntly. 

‘* My consent would not be asked; there’s no need to 
discuss it.” 

‘‘T meant, do you sufficiently eoncur in it to advise it?” 

‘*T can advise nothing. I advance nothing. I oppose 
nothing. I had thought, Dr. Beattie, that your visits to 
this house might have taught you the place I occupy, and 
the consideration I am held in.” 

This was ground the doctor would not enter upon, and he 
adroitly said: ‘‘I think it will be the saving of Colonel 
Sewell himself. Club gossip says that he loses heavily 
every night; and though his means may be considerable — ” 

‘‘ But they are not,— he has nothing, — not a shilling, ex- 
cept what this place brings in.” 

‘¢ All the more reason not to play; but I must not keep 
you out here all night. I’ll come early in the morning, and 
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hope to find him better. Remember how essential quiet is 
to him; let him not be disturbed; no talking by way of 
amusing him; pure rest — mind that.” 

‘‘Tf he wishes to see my husband, or asks for him —” 

‘‘T’d make some excuse; say he is out. Colonel Sewell 
excites him; he never fully understood Sir William; and 
I fear, besides, that he now and then took a humoristic 
pleasure in those bursts of temper which it is always only 
too easy to provoke.” 

‘¢ He is very fond of my little boy, — might he go in?” 

‘¢] think not. I’d say downright repose and isolation. 
You yourself can step in noiselessly from time to time, and 
only speak if you see that he wishes it; but on no account 
mention anything that could awaken interest, — nothing to 
arouse or to excite. You saw the fearful state that letter 
threw him into to-night, and the paroxysm of rage with 
which he called for his will to erase Tom Lendrick’s name. 
Now in all probability he will have totally forgotten the 
whole incident by to-morrow. Good-night.” 

After he drove off, she still lingered about the spot where 
they had been talking. Whatever interest the subject might 
have had for her, it was not through her affections that in- 
terest worked, for she hummed an opera air, ‘‘ Bianca 
Luna,” and tried to recall some lines of Alfred de Musset’s 
to the ‘‘ timid planet,” and then sat down upon the steps 
and gazed at the stars. 

Sewell moved out into the avenue, and, whistling care- 
lessly to announce his approach, walked up to where she 
was sitting. ‘* Romantic, certainly!” said he. ‘* Whose 
carriage was that I met driving out?” 

‘Dr. Beattie’s. He has been here to see Sir William.” 

‘Will he die this time, or is it only another false start?” 

‘*He is seriously ill. Some news he received from his son 
gave him a severe shock, and brought on one of his worst 
attacks. He has been raving since six o’elock.” 

‘*T should like to know when he has done anything else. 
I should like to see the man who ever heard from his lips 
other than the wildest, crudest nonsense. The question is, 
is he going to die? ” 

‘*Beattie’s opinion is very unfavorable.” 
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‘*Unfavorable! To whom? To him or to us?” 

**His death could scarcely be favorable to us.” 

‘*That’s as it might be. We stand to win on one or two 
of these twenty wills he has made; and if he should recover 
and live on, I don’t think —indeed I’m full sure —I 
could n*t bear it much longer; so that, take it either way, 
I’d rather he’d die.” ‘ 

‘*Beattie wishes his granddaughter were here.” 

‘Well, send for her. Though, if he is as ill as you say, 
it won't be of much use.” 

‘**He has come through so many of these attacks, and has 
such great power of constitution, the doctor still thinks he 
might rally.” 

“And so he will, I’ll be sworn. There’s a vitality in 
those people who plague and torment others that ought to 
get insurance offices to take them at half premium. Has 
he asked for me?” 

‘‘Only in his ravings. He rang his bell violently, and 
inquired if you had been at.the prison, and asked what tid- 
ings you had brought him; and then he went off to say that 
all this Celt affair was no rebellion at all, and that he would 
prove it. Then he talked of quitting the Bench and put- 
ting on his stuff gown to defend these men against the 
Government.” 

‘*Sick or well, sane or insane, it’s always the same story. 
His only theme is himself.” 

‘“‘Beattie was struck with the profound things and the 
witty things he said throughout all his rambling. He said 
that the intellect was never actually overthrown, that it only 
tottered.” 

‘‘What rot! as if he knew anything about it! These 
fellows talk of a man’s brain as if it was the ankle-joint. 
Was there any question of a will?” 

‘‘Yes. He made Beattie take a will out of his writing- 
desk; and he erased the name of Lendrick in every part of 
it. Beattie and he had some angry words together, but that 
was before he was raving; and I heard Sir William tell him, 
‘Sir, you are neither my priest nor my lawyer; and if your 
skill as a doctor be only on a par with your tact as a friend, 
my recovery is all but hopeless.’ ” 
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‘‘That probably was one of the profound or witty things 
the doctor was so delighted with.” 

“Dr. Beattie took nothing addressed to himself in ill 
part.” 

‘‘No; that’s part of medical education. These fellows 
begin life as such ‘ cads,’ they never attain to the feeling of 
being gentlemen.” 

There was not light enough for Sewell to see the scornful 
curl of his wife’s lip at this speech; but in the little short 
cough by which she suppressed her temptation to reply, he 
noted her indignation. 

“T know he’s one of your especial favorites, Madam,” 
said he, harshly; ‘‘but even ¢hat gives him no immunity 
with me.” 

‘‘T’m gure I could never think it would.” 

““No; not even from being aware that one of his chief 
claims upon the wife was the unhandsome way he spoke of 
the husband.” 

“He seldom mentions you,”’ said she, superciliously. 

“T am not so scrupulous about him, then; I have not 
forgotten his conduct when that fellow got his skull cracked 
at the Nest.. I saw it all, Madam; but I have a trick of 
seeing and saying nothing that might have suggested some 
alarm to you ere this.” 

‘*You have many tricks, but not one that alarms me,” said 
she, coldly; ‘‘the wholesome fear of consequences will 
always be enough to keep you harmless.” 

He almost sprang at her at these words; indeed, he came 
so close that his hot breath brushed her face. ‘‘It is a 
favorite taunt of yours to sneer at my courage,” said he, 
fiercely; ‘‘you may do it once too often.” 

She shrugged her shoulders contemptuously, and slowly 
arose from where she sat. 

‘*Where are you going?” asked he, roughly. 

**Going in.” 

‘‘T have many things to say yet; I want to hear more, 
too, about the old man’s illness.” 

‘*T have told you all I know. Good-night.” 

He turned away without acknowledging her salutation, 
and strolled into the grass. 
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What a web of troubles he was involved in, and how hope- 
lessly he turned from this or that expedient to extricate 
himself! It was but a short time before that, as a member 
of the committee of his Club, he had succeeded in passing a 
law by which all play debts should be discharged within 
twenty-four hours, on penalty of the defaulter being de- 
clared excluded from the Club. He was a winner at the 
time; but now luck had changed: he had lost heavily, and 
had not the slightest prospect of being able to meet his 
losses. ‘‘How like my fate!” muttered he, in intense pas- 
sion, — ‘‘ how like my fate! my whole life has been a game I 
have played against myself. And that woman, too,” — it 
was of his wife he spoke, — ‘*‘who once helped me through 
many a strait, assumes now to be too pure and too virtuous 
to be my associate, and stands quietly aloof to see me 
ruined.” 

A long thin streak of light crossed his path as he went; 
he looked up, and saw it came from between the shutters of 
the Chief’s room. ‘‘I wonder how it fares with him!” 
muttered he. He pondered for some time over the old 
man’s case, his chances of recovery, and the spirit in which 
convalescence would find him; and then entering the house, 
he slowly mounted the stairs, one by one, his heart feeling 
like a load almost too heavy to carry. The unbroken still- 
ness of the house seemed to whisper caution, and he moved 
along the corridor with noiseless tread till he came to the 
door of the Judge’s room. There he stooped and listened. 
There were the long-drawn breathings of a heavy sleeper 
plainly to be heard, but they sounded stronger and fuller 
than the respirations of a sick man. Sewell gently turned 
the handle of the door and entered. The suspicion was 
right. The breathings were those of the hospital nurse, 
who, seated in a deep arm-chair, slept profoundly. Sewell 
stood several minutes at the door before he ventured further ; 
at last he crept stealthily forward to the foot of the bed, 
and, separating the curtains cautiously, he peeped in. The 
old man lay with his eyes closed, and his long shrivelled 
arms outside the clothes. He continued to talk rapidly, 
and by degrees his voice grew stronger and clearer, and had 
all that resonance of one speaking in a large assembly. “I 
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have now,” said he, “shown the inexpediency of this course. 
I have pointed out where you have been impolitic; I will 
next explain where you are illegal. This Act was made in 
the 23d year of Henry VI., and although intended only to 
apply to cases of action personal, or indictment of tres- 
pass — What is the meaning of this interruption? Let 
there be silence in the Court. I will have the tribunal in 
which I preside respected. ‘The public shall learn — the 
representatives of the press—and if there be, as I am told 
there are—"’ His voice grew weaker and weaker, and the 
last audible words that escaped him were ‘‘judgment for 
the plaintiff.” 

Though his lips still moved rapidly, no sound came forth, 
but his hands were continually in motion, and his lean arms 
twitched with short convulsive jerks. Sewell now crept 
quietly round towards the side of the bed, on which several 
sheets of paper and writing-materials lay. One of the sheets 
alone was written on; it was in the large bold hand of the 
old Judge, who even at his advanced age wrote in a vigor- 
ous and legible character. It was headed, ‘‘ Directions for 
my funeral,” and began thus: ‘‘As Irishmen may desire 
to testify their respect for one who, while he lived, main- 
tained with equal energy the supremacy of the law and the 
inviolability of the man, and as my obsequies may in some 
sort become an act of national homage, I write these lines 
to convey my last wishes, legacies of which my country will 
be the true executors. 

‘‘First, I desire that I may be buried within the nave of 
St. Patrick’s Cathedral. The spot I have selected is to the 
right of Swift’s monument, under the fifth window, and for 
this purpose that hideous monument to Sir Hugh Brabazon 
may be removed, and my interment will, in this way, con- 
fer a double benefit upon my country. Secondly, as by my 
will, dated this twenty-eighth day of October, 18—, I have 
bequeathed, with exception of certain small legacies, all 
my estate, real and personal, to Dudley Sewell, Esq., late 
Colonel in her Majesty’s service, it is my wish that he alone 
should —” Here the writing finished. 

Three several times Sewell read over the lines, and what a 
thrill of delight ran through him! It was like a reprieve to 
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aman on the very steps of the scaffold! The Judge was 
not rich, probably, but a considerable sum of money he still 
might have, and it was money, —cash. It was not invested 
in lands or houses or ships; it was all available for that 
life that Sewell led, and which alone he liked. 

If he could but see this will, — it must be close at hand 
somewhere, — what a satisfaction it would be to read over 
the details by which at last — at last! — he was to be lifted 
above the casualties of a life of struggle! He tried three 
or four drawers of the large ebony cabinet in which the Chief 
used to throw his papers, with the negligence of a man who 
could generally rewrite as easily as he could search for a 
missing document. There were bills and receipts, notes of 
trials, and letters in abundance — but no will. The cum- 
brous old writing-desk, which Sir William rarely used, was 
not in its accustomed place, but stood on the table in the 
centre of the room, and the keys beside it. The will might 
possibly be there. He drew nigh the bed to assure himself 
that the old man was still sleeping, and then he turned to- 
wards the nurse, whose breathings were honest vouchers for 
insensibility; and thus fortified, he selected the key — he 
knew it well — and opened the desk. The very first paper 
he chanced upon was the will. It was a large sheet of strong 
post-paper, labelled ‘‘My last Will and Testament. — 
W. L.” While Sewell stood examining the writing, the 
door creaked gently, and his wife moved softly and noise- 
lessly into the room. If the sentiment that overcame him 
was not shame, it was something in which shame blended 
with anger. It was true she knew him well: she knew all 
the tortuous windings of his plotting, scheming nature; she 
knew that no sense of honor, no scruple of any kind, could 
eyer stand between him and his object. He had done those 
things which, worse than deep crimes, lower a man in the 
eyes of a woman, and that woman his wife, and that she 
thus knew and read him he was well aware; but, strangely 
enough, there is a world of space between being discovered 
through the results of a long inquiry, and being detected 
flagrante delicto, —taken in the very act, red-handed in 
iniquity; and so did this cold-hearted, callous man now 
feel it. 
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‘‘What are you doing here?” said she, calmly and slowly, 
as she came forward. 

“*T wanted to see this. I was curious to know how he 
treated us,” said he, trembling as he spoke. 

She took the paper from his hand, replaced it in the desk, 
and locked it up, with the calm determination of one who 
could not be gainsaid. 

“But I have not read it,” whispered he, in a hissing 
voice. 

“Nor need you,” said she, placing the keys under the old 
man’s pillow. ‘‘I heard you coming here, —I heard you 
enter the room. Iam thankful it is no worse.” 

‘*What do you mean by no worse?” cried he, seizing her 
by the wrist, and staring savagely at her, —‘*say what you 
mean, woman!” She made no reply; but the scornful curl 
of her lip, and the steady unflinching stare of her eyes 
showed that neither his words nor his gesture had terrified 
her. 

“You shall hear more of this to-morrow,” said he, bend- 
ing on her a look of intense hate; and he stole slowly away, 
while she seated herself at the bedside, and hid her face in 
the curtain. 


CHAPTER XVII. 
AN UNGRACIOUS ADIEU. 


Wuen Dr. Beattie came at seven o’clock in the morning, 
he found his patient better. The nurse gave her account, 
as nurses know well how to do, of a most favorable night, 
— told how calmly he slept, how sensibly he talked, and with 
what enjoyment he ate the jelly which he had never tasted. 

At all events, he was better; not stronger, perhaps, — 
there was no time for that, — but calmer and more composed. 

‘**You must not talk, nor be talked to yet awhile,” said 
Beattie; ‘‘and I will station Haire here as a sentinel to 
enforce my orders.” 

‘*Yes, I would like Haire,’”’ whispered the old man, softly. 
**Let him come and sit by me.” 

‘Can I see Mrs. Sewell? or is it too early to ask for 
her?” inquired the doctor of a maid. 

“She has been up all night, sir, and only just lain down.” 

“Don’t disturb her, then. I will write a line to her, and 
you can give it when she awakes.” 

He went into the library, and wrote: “Sir William is 
better, but not out of danger. It is even more important 
now than before that he have perfect quiet. I will change 
the nurse, and meanwhile I desire that you alone should 
enter the room till I return.” 

“What letter was that the doctor gave you as he went 
away?” said Sewell, who during Beattie’s visit had been 
secretly on the watch over all that occurred. 

“For my mistress, sir,” said the girl, showing the note. 

Sewell snatched it impatiently, threw his eyes over it, 
and gave it back. “Tell your mistress I want to see her 
when she is dressed. It’s nothing to hurry for, but to come 
down to my room at her own convenience.” 
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“Better, but not out of danger! I should think not,” 
muttered he, as he strolled out into the garden. 

“What is the meaning of stationing old Haire at the bed- 
side? Does Beattie suspect? But what could he suspect? 
It would be a very convenient thing for me, no doubt, if he 
would die; but I’d scarcely risk my neck to help him on 
the way. These things are invariably discovered; and it 
would make no difference with the law whether it was the 
strong cord of a vigorous life were snapped, or the frail 
thread of a wasted existence unravelled. Just so; mere 
unravelling would do it here. No need of bold measures. 
A good vigorous contradiction, — a rude denial of something 
he said, — with a sneer at his shattered intellect, and I’d 
stake my life on it his passion would do the rest. The 
blood mounts to his head at the slightest insinuation. I’d 
like to see him tried with a good round insult. Give me ten 
minutes alone with him, and I'll let Beattie come after me 
with all his bottles; and certainly no law could make this 
murder. Bad-tempered men are not to be more carefully 
guarded by the State than better-natured ones. It would be 
a strange statute that made it penal to anger an irascible 
fellow. I wonder if some suspicion of this kind has crossed 
Beattie’s mind? Is it for that Haire has been called to 
keep the watch on deck,—and if so, who is to replace 
him? He’ll tire at last, — he must-sleep some time; and 
what are they to do then? My wife, perhaps. Yes; she 
would play their game willingly enough. If she has heard 
of this will, it will alarm her. She has always tried to have 
the children provided for. She dreads — she’s not so wrong 
there — she dreads leaving everything in my power. And 
of late she has dared to oppose me openly. My threat of 
suing for a divorce, that used to keep her so submissive 
once, is failing now. Some one has told her that I could 
not succeed. I can see in her manner that her mind is 
reassured on this score. She could have no difficulty in 
filching an opinion, — this house is always full of lawyers; 
and certainly nothing in the habits of the place would have 
imposed any restraint in discussing it.” And he laughed 
— actually laughed — at the conceit thus evoked. “If I had 
but a little time before me now, I should work through all 
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my difficulties. Only to think of it! One fortnight, less 
perhaps, to arrange my plans, and I might defy the world. 
This is Tuesday. By Thursday I shall have to meet those 
two acceptances for three hundred and two hundred and fifty. 
The last, at all events, I must pay, since Walcott’s name 
was not in his own handwriting. How conscientiously a 
man meets a bill when he has forged the endorsement! ” 
And again he laughed at the droll thought. “These troubles 
swarm around me,” muttered he, impatiently. ‘There is 
Fossbrooke, too. Malevolent old fool, that will not see how 
needless it is to ruin me. Can’t he wait, — can’t he wait? 
It’s his own prediction that I’m a fellow who needs no 
enemy; my own nature will always be Nemesis enough. 
Who’s that?—who is there?” cried he, as he heard a 
rustling in the copse at his side. 

“It’s me, your honor. I came out to get sight of your 
honor before I went away,” said O’Reardon, in a sort of 
slavish cringing tone. 

“ Away! and where to?” 

“They ’re sending me out of the way, your honor, for a 
week or two, to prevent that ould man I arrested charging 
me with parjury. That’s what they purtend, sir,” said he, 
in a lower voice. ‘But the truth is, that I know more than 
they like, ay, and more than they think; for it was in my 
house at Cullen’s Wood that the Lord-Liftenant himself 
came down, one evening, and sat two hours with this 
ould man.” 

‘*Keep these sort of tales for other people, Master O’ Rear- 
don; they have no success with me. You are a capital 
terrier for rat-hunting, but you cut a sorry figure when you 
come out as a boar-hound. Do you understand me?” 

“T do, sir, right well. Your honor means that I ought to 
keep to informations against common people, and not try 
my hand against the gentlemen.” 

‘You ’ve hit it perfectly. It’s strange enough how sharp 
you can be in some things, and what a cursed fool in 
others.” 

“You never was more right in your life, sir. That’s my 
character in one sentence;” and he gave a little plaintive 
sigh, as though the thought were a painful one. 
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“And how do you mean to employ your leisure, Mr. 
O’Reardon? Men of your stamp are never thoroughly 
idle. Will you write your memoirs?” 

“Indeed, no, your honor; it might hurt people’s feelings 
the names I’d have to bring in; and I’m just going over 
to France for the present.” 

“To France?” 

‘“‘Yes, sir; Mr. Harman’s tuk heart o’ grace, and is 
going to sue for a divorce, and he’s sending me over toa 
place called Boulogne to get up evidence against the 
Captain.” 

“You like that sort of thing?” 

“TJ neither like it nor dislike it,” said O’Reardon, while 
his eye kindled angrily, for he thought that he who scoffed 
at him should stand on higher moral ground than Sewell’s. 

“You once lived with Captain Peters, I think?” 

‘*Yes, sir; I was his valet for four years. I was with 
him at Malta and Corfu when he was in the Rifles.” 

‘*And he treated you well?” 

“No man better, that I’ll say for him if he was in the 
dock to-morrow. He gave me a trunk of his clothes — 
mufti he called them — and ten pounds the day I left him.” 

‘It’s somewhat hard, isn’t it, to go against a man after 
that? Doesn’t your fine nature rather revolt at the 
ingratitude?” 

‘* Well, then, to tell your honor the truth, my ‘ fine nature’ 
never was rich enough to afford itself that thing your honor 
calls gratitude. It’s a sort of thing for my betters.” 

**I’m sorry to hear you say so, O’Reardon. You almost 
shock me with such principles.” 

“Well, that’s the way it is, sir. When a man’s poor, he 
has no more right to fine feelin’s than to fine feeding.” 

“Why, you go from bad to worse, O’Reardon. I declare 
you are positively corrupting this morning.” 

*‘Am I, sir?” said the fellow, who now eyed him with a 
calm and steady defiance, as though he had submitted to all 
he meant to bear. Sewell felt this, and though he returned 
the stare, it was with a far less courageous spirit. “Well?” 
cried he at last, as though, no longer able to endure the 
situation, he desired to end it at any cost, —‘‘well?” 
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**T suppose your honor would n’t have time to settle with 
me now?” 

**To settle with you! What do you call settle, my good 
fellow? Our reckonings are very short ones, or I’m much 
mistaken. What’s this settlement you talk of?” 

“It’s down here in black and white,” said the other, pro- 
ducing a folded sheet of paper as he spoke. ‘‘I put down 
the payments as I made them, and the car-hire and a trifle 
for refreshment; and if your honor objects to anything, it’s 
easy to take it off; though, considering I was often on the 
watch till daybreak, and had to come in from Howth on foot 
before the train started of a morning, a bit to eat and to 
drink was only reasonable.” 

**Make an end of this long story. What do you call the 
amount?” 

“It’s nothing to be afeard of, your honor, for the whole 
business, — the tracking him out, the false keys I had made 
for his trunk and writing-case, eight journeys back and for- 
wards, two men to swear that he asked them to take the 
Celts’ oath, and the other expenses as set down in the ac- 
count. It’s only twenty-seven pound four and eightpence.” 

“What?” 

‘“Twenty-seven, four and eight; neither more nor less.” 

A very prolonged whistle was Sewell’s sole reply. 

“‘Do you know, O’Reardon,” said he at last, ‘‘it gives me 
a painfully low opinion of myself to see that, after so many 
months of close acquaintance, I should still appear to you to 
be little short of an idiot? It is very distressing — I give 
you my word, it is — very distressing.” 

‘‘Make your mind easy, sir; it is not that I think you at 
all;” and the fellow lent an emphasis to the ‘‘that” which 
gave it a most insulting significance. 

“‘T ’d like to know,” cried Sewell, as his face crimsoned 
with anger, ‘‘if you could have dared to offer such a docu- 
ment as this to any man you didn’t believe to be a fool.” 

‘The devil a drop of fool’s blood is in either of us,” said 
O’Reardon, with an easy air and a low laugh of quiet 
assurance. 

“T am flattered by the companionship, certainly. It 
almost restores me to self-esteem to hear your words. I’d 
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like to pay you a compliment in turn if I only knew 
how.” 

‘‘Just pay me my little bill, your honor, and it will be all 
I’ll ask.” 

“T’m not over-much in a joking mood this morning, and 
I’d advise you to talk of something else. There’s a five- 
pound note for you;” and he flung the money contemptuously 
towards him. ‘‘Take it, and think yourself devilish lucky 
that I don’t have you up for perjury in this business.” 

O’Reardon never moved, nor made any sign to show that 
he noticed the money at his feet; but, crossing his arms on 
his chest, he drew himself haughtily up, and said: ‘‘So, 
then, it’s defying me you’d try now? You’d have me up 
for perjury! Well, then, I begin to believe you are a fool, 
after all. No, sir, you needn’t put your hand in your 
waistcoat. If you have a pistol there, I have another; and, 
what’s more, I have a witness in that clump of trees, that 
only needs the word to stand beside me. There, now, 
Colonel, you see you’re beat, and beat at your own game 
too.” 

‘‘D—n you!” cried Sewell, savagely. ‘‘Can’t you see 
that I’ve got no money?” 

‘‘Tf I haven’t money, I’ll have money’s worth. Short of 
twenty pounds I ’ll not leave this.” 

“T tell you again, you might as well ask me for two hun- 
dred or two thousand. I’ll be in cash, I hope, by the end 
of the week —” 

‘*Ay, but I’ll be in France,” broke in O’ Reardon. 

‘*T wish you were in ,’ mumbled Sewell, as he be- 
lieved, to himself; but the other heard him, and dryly said, 
‘*No, sir, not yet; it’s manners to let you go first.” 

‘*T lost heavily two nights ago at the Club, — that’s why 
I’m so hard up; but I know I must have money by Satur- 
day. By Saturday’s post I’ll send you an order for twenty 
pounds. Will that content you?” 

**No, sir, it will not. I hada bad bout of it last night 
myself, and lost every ha’penny Mr. Harman gave me for 
the journey, — that’s the reason I’m here.” 

“But if Ihave not got it? There, so help me! is every 
farthing I can call my own this minute,” — and he drew from 
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his pocket some silver, in which a single gold coin or two 
mingled, — ‘‘ take it, if you like.” 

“No, sir; it’sno good tome. Short of twenty pounds, I 
could n’t start on the journey.” 

“And if I hayen’t got it! Am I to go out and rob for 
you?” cried Sewell, as his eyes flashed indignantly at him. 

*“*T don’t want you to rob; but it isn’t a house like this 
has n’t twenty pounds in it.” 

**You mean,” said Sewell, with a sneering laugh, “that if 
there ’s not cash, there must be plate, jewels, and such-like, 
and so I’m to lay an embargo on the spoons; but you forget 
there is a butler who looks after these things.” 

“There might be many a loose thing on your Lady’s table 
that would do as well, —a ring or two, ora bracelet that 
she’s tired of.” 

Sewell started, —a sudden thought flashed across him; if 
he were to kill the fellow as he stood there, how should he 
conceal the murder and hide the corpse? It was quick as:a 
lightning flash, this thought, but the horror of the conse- 
quences so overcame him that a cold sweat broke out over 
his body, and he staggered back to a seat, and sank into it 
exhausted and almost fainting. 

“Don’t take it to heart that way, sir,” said the fellow, 
gazing athim. ‘‘Will I get you a glass of water?” 

“Yes. No—no; I’ll do without it. It’s passing off. 
Wait here for a moment; I'll be back presently.” He 
arose as he spoke, and moved slowly away. Entering the 
house, he ascended the stairs and made for his wife’s room. 
As he reached the door, he stopped to listen. There was 
not a sound to be heard. He turned the handle gently, and 
looked in. One shutter was partly open, and a gleam of the 
breaking daylight crossed the floor and fell upon the bed on 
which she lay, dressed, and fast asleep, — so soundly, in- 
deed, that though the door creaked loudly as he pushed it 
wider, she never heard the noise. She had evidently been 
sitting up with a sick man, and was now overcome by 
fatigue. His intention had been to consult with her, — at 
least to ask her to assist him with whatever money she had 
by her, —and he had entered thus stealthily not to startle 
her; for somehow, in the revulsion of his mind from the 
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late scene of outrage and insult, a sense of respect, if not 
of regard, moved him towards her, who, in his cruelest 
moments, had never ceased to have a certain influence over 
him. He looked at her as she slept; her fine features, at 
rest, were still beautiful, though deep traces of sorrow were 
seen in the darkened orbits and the lines about that mouth, 
while three or four glistening white hairs showed themselves 
in the brown braid over her temple. Sewell sat down beside 
the bed, and, as he looked at her, a whole life passed in 
review before him, from the first hour he met her to that sad 
moment of the present. How badly they had played their 
game! how recklessly misused every opportunity that might 
have secured their fortune! What had he made of all his 
shrewdness and ready wit? And what had she done with all 
her beauty, and a fascination as great as even her beauty? 
It was an evil day that had brought them together. Each, 
alone, without the other, might have achieved any success. 
There had been no trust, no accord between them. They 
wanted the same things, it is true, but they never agreed 
upon the road that led to them. As to principles, she had 
no more of them than he had; but she had scruples — scru- 
ples of delicacy, scruples of womanhood —which often 
thwarted and worried him, and ended by making them ene- 
mies; and here was now the end of it! Her beauty was 
wasted, and fis luck played out, and only ruin before 
them. 

And yet it calmed him to sit there; her softly drawn 
breathing soothed his ruffled spirit. He felt it as the 
fevered man feels the ice-cold water on his brow, — a tran- 
sient sense of what it would be to be well again. Is there 
that in the contemplation of sleep — image as it is of the 
great sleep of all—that subdues all rancor of heart, — all 
that spirit of conflict and jar by which men make their lives 
a very hell of undying hates, undying regrets? 

His heart, that a few moments ago had almost burst with 
passion, now felt almost at ease; and in the half-darkened 
room, the stillness, and the calm, there stole over him a 
feeling of repose that was almost peacefulness. As he bent 
over her to look at her, her lips moved. She was dreaming; 
very softly, indeed, came the sounds, but they seemed as if 
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entreating. ‘*Yes,” she said, — ‘‘yes — all — everything 
—I consent. I agree to all, only — Cary —let me have 
Cary, and I will go.” 

Sewell started. His face became crimson in a moment. 
How was it that these words scattered all his late musings, 
as the hurricane tears and severs the cloud-masses, and 
sends them riven and shattered through the sky? He arose 
and walked over to the table; a gold comb and two jewelled 
hair-pins lay on the glass; he clutched them coarsely in his 
hand, and moved away. Cautiously and noiselessly he 
crept down the stairs, and out into the garden. ‘‘Take 
these, and make your money of them; they are worth more 
than your claim; and mind, my good fellow, — mind it 
well, I say, or it will be worse for you, — our dealings end 
here. This is our last transaction, and our last meeting. 
I’ll never harm you, if you keep only out of my way. But 
take care that you never claim me, nor assume to know me; 
for I warn you I’li disown you, if it should bring’you to the 
gallows. That’s plain speaking, and you understand it.” 

“I do, every word of it,” said the fellow, as he buttoned 
up his coat and drew his hat over his eyes. ‘‘I’m taking 
the ‘ fiver,’ too, as it’s to be our last meetin’. I suppose 
your honor will shake hands with me and wish me luck. 
Well, if you won’t, there’s no harm done. It’s a quare 
world, where the people that ’s doin’ the same things can’t be 
friends, just because one wears fine cloth and the other can 
only afford corduroy. Good-bye, sir, — good-bye, any- 
how ;” and there was a strange cadence in the last words no 
description can well convey. 

Sewell stood and looked after him for a moment, then 
turned into the house, and threw himself on a sofa, exhausted 
and worn out. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
A PLEASANT MEETING. 


No sooner did Sir Brook find himself once more at liberty 
than he went to the post-office for his letters, of which a 
goodly stock had accumulated during his absence. A tele- 
gram, too, was amongst the number, despatched by Tom in 
great haste eight days before. It ran thus: — 


“Great news! We have struck silver in the new shaft. Do not 
sell, do not even treat till you hear from me. 1 write by this post. 


‘¢« LENDRICK.” 


Had Tom but seen the unmoved calm with which Foss- 
brooke read this astounding tidings, — had he only seen the 
easy indifference with which the old man threw down the 
slip of paper after once reading it, and passed on to a letter 
of Lord Wilmington from Crew Keep, — his patience would 
certainly have been sorely tried. Nor was it from any 
indifference to good fortune, still as little from any distrust 
of the tidings. It was simply because he had never 
doubted that the day was coming that was to see him once 
more rich. It might be a little later or a little earlier. It 
might be that wealth should shower itself upon him in a 

gradually increasing measure, or come down in a very deluge 

of prosperity. These were things he did not, could not 
know; but of the fact — the great Fact itself —he had as 
firm a belief as he had of his own existence; and had he 
died before realizing it, he would have bequeathed his vast 
fortune, with blanks for the amount, as conscientiously as 
though it were bank stock for which he held the vouchers. 

When most men build castles in the air, they know on what 
foundations their edifices are based, and through all their 
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imaginative ardor there pierces the sharp pang of unreality. 
Not so with Fossbrooke. It was simply a question of time 
with him when the costly palace might become fit for habita- 
tion, and this great faith in himself rescued him from all 
that vacillation so common to those who keep a debtor and 
creditor account between their hopes and fears. Neither 
was he at all impatient because Destiny did not bestir her- 
self and work quicker. The world was always pleasant, 
always interesting; and when to-morrow or next day Fortune 
might call him to a higher station and other modes of life, 
he almost felt he should regret the loss of that amusing 
existence he now enjoyed, amongst people all new and all 
strange to him. 

At last he came to Tom Lendrick’s letter, —four closely 
written pages, all glowing with triumph. On the day week 
after Sir B.’s departure, he wrote: — 


“They had come upon a vein of lead so charged with silver as to 
seem as though the whole mass were of the more precious metal. 
All Cagliari came down to see a block of ore upwards of two hun- 
dred-weight, entirely crusted with silver, and containing in the mass 
forty per cent. We had to get a guard from the Podesta, merely to ~ 
keep off the curious, for there was no outrage nor any threat of out- 
rage. Indeed, your kind treatment of our workpeople now begins 
to bear its fruit, and there was nothing but good-will and kind feeling 
for our lucky fortune. The two Jews, Heenwitz and Voss, of the 
Contrada Reale, were amongst the first visitors, and had actually 
gone down into the shaft before I knew of it. They at once offered 
me a large sum for a share in the mine; and when I told them it 
was with you they must treat, they proposed to open a credit of 
three hundred thousand franes with their house in my favor, to go 
on with the working till I heard from you and learned your inten- 
tions. This offer, too, I have declined, till I get your letter. 

“This was on Tuesday, but on Thursday we struck pure silver 
without a trace of lead, the only alloy being a thin vein of cobalt, 
like a ribbon, running through the ore; and which Chiusani says — 
for he has worked in Mexico and the Brazils —is proof of a strong 
vein. The news spread like wildfire at Cagliari; and I have had 
such levees of the money folk! all offering me millions at any, or 
indeed at no interest, and actually entreating me to put my hand in 
their pockets, while they look away or close their eyes. As for the 
presents that pour in, we have no room for them; and you know 
how dangerous it would be to refuse these people. It is only a 
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short step with them from a sworn friendship to the stiletto. The 
only disturbing element in all this joy is a sort of official protest 
from the Delegato of the province against our working what the 
Crown may claim as a royalty; but I am instructed that Sardinia 
once acquired all royal rights by a fixed payment, and Lucy thinks 
she read somewhere the details of the cession. At any rate, she and 
Contini, the lawyer, are hard at work making out the reply; and 
the English version, which Lucy does, will be forwarded to our 
Minister at Turin to-morrow. You’d laugh if you saw how she has 
familiarized herself with not only all the legal terms, but with all 
our mining phraseology, and how acutely she marks the difference 
between intact royalties and the claims of the Crown to certain per- 
centages on exempted mines. Contini is a bachelor, and I am fully 
persuaded intends to make her an offer of his legal hand and heart, 
— that is, if he finds that we are likely to beat the Crown lawyers. 
I cannot help thinking he’s a lucky fellow that you are not here, nor 
like to be, on the day he makes his proposal. 

“ As much for peace’s sake as for convenience, I have accepted 
twenty thousand franes cn loan. I have taken it from the four 
principal bankers in Cagliari, in equal sums from each, to prevent 
jealousy. I hope this was not wrong. I send you herewith bills for 
fifteen thousand, remembering, if I be right, that you borrowed 
some hundred pounds on the security of the mine, which you might 
like now to pay off.” [After some business details, given at length, 
and with a degree of amplification that somewhat wearied Sir Brook 
to read, he summed up thus: ] ‘ Write to me therefore at once, 
and say what course we ought to take regarding our rights. Could 
our home lawyers afford you no information of value? Shall we 
oppose or shall we compromise? I suspect they wish the latter. 

“ Are you satisfied that I accepted this loan? I have my own 
misgivings, not about the fact, for we wanted money to go on, but 
as to your concurrence. 

“ And when are you coming back? I cannot say how impatient I 
am for your return, all the more that you have only written that 
hurried note from Dover since you left us. Lucy is in great spirits, 
takes immense interest in all we are doing, and does all the Italian 
correspondence for me. She wears a little silver hammer, the 
miner’s hammer, in her hat; and her popularity with the people is 
unbounded. You will be amused, on your return, to find that your 
sketch on the wall of the splendid palace that was to crown our 
successes has acquired two wings and a great tower; and a third 
figure, a lady, has been added to the riding-party that are cantering 
up the avenue. Lucy says that nothing but humility (!) could have 
devised such a house for people so rich as we are. It certainly was 
not the sentiment with which hitherto I have regarded this edifice. 
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I have come to the end of my paper, but I will not close this till I 
see if the post should not bring us news of you. 

“Your letter has just come. The latter part of it has given us 
great uneasiness. It is precisely such a time asa private enemy oe 
if you have one — would choose to work out a personal grudge. No 
matter how totally you feel yourself free from implication in these 
Irish troubles, do nothing — positively nothing — without legal ad- 
vice. It will save you a world of trouble; not to speak of the com- 
fort you will feel in knowing that your interests are matter of care 
and thought to another. Above all, keep us informed daily by tele- 
graph how and where you are, and what doing. 

“ Lucy wants to go off to you to-night, but I have had a slight 
return of my fever, a very slight one, and she half fears to leave me. 
If your next gives us good news, we shall soon forget this unpleas- 
antness; but, I repeat, let no day pass without tidings of you. 

“ The evening report has just come in from the mine, — one hun- 
dred and seventy-eight pounds of pure silver in the last twenty-four 
hours! I have taken on forty additional men, and the new smelting- 
house will be in full work within a week. If you only were here, 
I’d have nothing more to wish for. ‘ 

*T suppose Trafford has written to you. In the short note I got 
from him yesterday there is nothing but gratitude to you. He says 
he owes everything to your friendship. He means to be in England 
in a few days, and of course will go over to you; but write, or 
rather telegraph. 

“ Yours ever, Abe Bhp 


“JT wrote to Colonel Cave this morning to tell him his small ven- 
ture with us would not turn out so badly. Our first dividend will 
be at least cent. per cent., so that he cannot lose by us. It’s down- 
right jolly to be able to send off such a despatch.” 


The last letter of the heap was from Lady Trafford, and 
served in a measure to explain that paragraph in Tom’s 
epistle which spoke of young Trafford’s gratitude. It 
appeared that Lady Trafford’s youngest son, on whom Sir 
Hugh had fixed to make the head of the family, had gone to 
winter at Madeira, and while there had fallen in love with 
and married a Portuguese girl, the daughter of his landlady. 
The news of this mésalliance had nearly killed his father, 
who was only recovering from a bad attack of gout when 
the tidings reached him. By good luck, however, on the 
very same day came a letter from Fossbrooke, declaring 
that no matter what treatment young Trafford might meet 
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with from his own family, he, Sir Brook, would stand firmly 
by him, so long as his honorable and manly conduct and his 
fidelity to his word to the girl he loved entitled him to regard 
and affection. 


“In a worldly point of view,” wrote he, “such friendship as mine 
is a poor thing. I ama man of nothing, it is true; but I have lived 
long enough to know that there are other successes besides wealth 
and station. There are such things as self-respect, contentment, 
and the love of friends; and I do think my experiences will help 
him to secure some share of these. 

“There is, however, one entreaty I would prefer, and if there be 
in your memory any kind thought of me, you will not refuse my 
prayer. Your boy is eager to see you, and shake your hand. Let 
him come. If you cannot or will not approve, do not at least con- 
demn what he is about to do. In his anxiety to obtain your sanc- 
tion, he has shown all deference to your authority. This shows he 
is worthy of your esteem; and if he were to palter between the hope 
of all your fortune and the love of this girl, he would only deserve 
your contempt. Be proud of him, then, even if you disinherit him 
to-morrow. If these be the sentiments of a man who has nothing, 
remember, Trafford, that I was not always a beggar; and if I 
thought that being rich would alter these opinions, I can only say 
I hope I may die as poor as now I write myself. 

“ There ’s ‘a strong prejudice, I know, against being guided by 
men who have made such a sorry hand of their own fortunes as I 
have; but many a fellow who has been shipwrecked has proved a 
good sailor; at all events, he knows what it is to be buffeted by the 
waves and torn on the rocks. Now, I have told your son not to be 
afraid of these, and I think he trusts me. 

“ Once more, then, I ask, let me tell Lionel you will receive him ; 
and believe me faithfully your old friend, 


“Bx, FossBROOKE.” 
Lady Trafford’s note was short: — 


“My peAR Sir Broox,—I suppose there is nothing for it but 
what you say, and Lionel may come here. We have had nothing 
but disasters with our sons. I wish I could dare to hope that this 
was to be the end of the calamities. Sir Hugh desires much that 
you could be here when L. arrives. Could you conveniently ar- 
range this? His brother’s shocking marriage, the terrible disap- 
pointment to our hopes, and other worries have almost proved too 
much for me. 

“Ts there any truth in the story that Miss L.’s grandfather was 
negotiating for a peerage as the condition of his retirement from the 
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Bench? If so, and that the object could be compassed, it would go 
far towards removing some of our objections to the connection. Sir 
Hugh’s influence with ‘the Party’ would unquestionably be of use ; 
and. though a law lord does not mean much, it is something. Inform 
me fully on this head. It is very strange that Lionel should never 
have mentioned the matter, and, indeed, strongly indicates how 
little trouble he took, or cared to take, to obviate our natural objec- 
tions to the match. I suppose her father is not a practising physi- 
cian. At all events, he need not be styled doctor. Oh dear! when 
I think of it all, and think what an end my ambitions have come to, 
I could ery my eyes out. It often strikes me that people who make 
most sacrifices for their children are ever repaid in this fashion. 
The Dean says these are mysterious dispensations, and that we must 
submit to them. I suppose we must, but it certainly is not without 
reluctance. 

“TI thought of asking you to write to Lionel, but I will do so my- 
self, painful as itis. I feel Iam very forgiving to write you in this 
strain, seeing how great was the share you took in involving us all 
in this unhappy business. At one moment I positively detested — 
I don’t suspect yet that I entirely pardon — you, though I may when 
you come here, especially if you bring me any good news of this 
peerage business, which I look to as our last refuge. Lendrick is a 
very odd name, — are there many of them? Of course, it will be 
well understood that we only know the immediate relations, — 
father and brother, | mean. We stand no cousins, still less uncles 
or aunts. 

“ Sir Hugh thinks I ought to write to the old Judge. I opine he 
would be flattered by the attention, but I have not yet made up my 
mind upon it. Give me some advice on this, and believe me sin- 
cerely yours.” 


After despatching a telegram to Cagliari, to say he was 
well and at large, and would soon be on his way back again, 
Fossbrooke wrote a few lines to Lord Wilmington of regret 
that he could not afford time to go over and see him, and 
assuring him that the late incident that had befallen him was 
not worth a thought. ‘‘He must be a more irritable fellow 
than I am,” he wrote, ‘* who would make a personal griev- 
ance of a mere accident, against which, in a time of trouble, 
it would be hard to provide. While I say this, I must add 
that I think the spy system is a mistake, — that there is an 
over-eagerness in your officials to procure committals ; and I 
declare to you I have often had more difficulty to get out of 
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a crowded evening party than I should have felt in making 
my escape from your jail or bridewell, whichever be its 
name. I don’t suspect your law-oflicers are marvels of 
wisdom, and your Chief Secretary is an ass.” 

To Lady Trafford he wrote a very brief reply. He 
searcely thought his engagements would enable him to make 
a visit to Holt. ‘+I will, however, come if I can, chiefly to 
obtain your full and free pardon, though for what, beyond 
rendering you an invaluable service, I am puzzled to under- 
stand; and I repeat, if your son obtain this young lady in 
marriage, he will be, after Sir Hugh, the luckiest man of his 
name and family. 

‘As to the peerage, I can tell you nothing. I believe 
there is rather a prejudice against sending Irishmen up to the 
Lords; and it is scarcely ever done with lawyers. In regard 
to writing to Baron Lendrick, I hardly know what to say. 
He is a man of great ability, but of even greater vanity, and 
it should be a cleverly worded epistle that would not ruffle 
some one of his thousand sensibilities. If you feel, how- 
ever, adroit enough to open the negotiation, do so by all 
means; but don’t make me responsible for what may come 
of it if the rejoinder be not to your taste. For myself, I’d 
rather poke up a grizzly bear with my umbrella than I’d pro- 
voke such a man to an exchange of letters.” 

To get back to Cagliari as soon as. possible, and relieve 
Tom of that responsibility which seemed to weigh so heavily 
upon him, was Fossbrooke’s first resolve. He must see 
Sewell at once, and finish the business; and however un- 
pleasant the step might be, he must seek him at the Priory, 
if he could not meet him elsewhere. He wished also to see 
Beattie, —he wanted to repay the loan he had made him. 
The doctor, too, could tell him how he could obtain an 
interview with Sewell without any intrusion upon the Chief 
Baron. 

It was evening before Fossbrooke could make his visit to 
Beattie, and the doctor had just sat down to dinner with a 
gentleman who had arrived by the mail-packet from England, 
giving orders that he was not to be disturbed on any score. 

‘¢Will you merely take in my name,” said Sir Brook, 
‘¢and beg, with my respects, to learn at what hour to-morrow 
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Dr. Beattie would accord me a few minutes.” The butler’s 
hesitation was mildly overcome by the persuasive touch of a 
sovereign, and he retired with the message. 

Before a minute elapsed, Dr. Beattie came out, napkin in 
hand, and his face beaming with delight. ‘‘If there was a 
man in Europe I was wishing for this moment, it was your- 
self, Sir Brook,” said he. ‘‘ Do you know who is dining 
with me? Come in and see. — No, no, I’ll not be denied.” 

A sudden terror crossed Fossbrooke’s mind that his guest 
might be Colonel Sewell, and he hung back, muttering some 
words of apology. 

*¢T tell you,” repeated the doctor, ‘‘I’ll take no refusal. 
It’s the rarest piece of luck ever befell, to have chanced 
upon you. Poor Lendrick is dying for some news of his 
son and daughter.” 

** Lendrick! Dr. Lendrick? ” 

** To be sure, — who else? When your knock came to the 
door, I was telling him that I heard you were in Dublin, and 
only doubted it because you had never called on me; but 
come along, we can say all these things over our soup. 
Look whom I have brought you, Tom,” cried Beattie, as he 
led Sir Brook into the room, —‘‘here’s Sir Brook Foss- 
brooke come to join us.” And the two men grasped hands 
in heartiest embrace, while Fossbrooke, not waiting for a 
word of question, said, ‘‘ Both well and hearty. I had a 
telegram from Tom this morning.” 

““How much I owe you! —how much, how much!” was 
all that Lendrick could say, and his eyes swam as he said 
it. 

‘Tt is | am the debtor, and well I know what it is worth 
to be so! Their loving kindness and affection have rescued 
me from the one terror of my life, — the fear of becoming a 
discontented, incredulous old bachelor. Heaven bless them 
for it; their goodness has kept me out of that danger.” 

“And how are they looking! Is Lucy —” He stopped 
and looked half ashamed. 

‘‘More beautiful than ever,” broke in Fossbrooke. ‘‘I 
think she is taller than when you last saw her, and perhaps 
a shade more thoughtful looking; and Tom is a splendid 
fellow. I scarcely know what career he could not follow, 
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nor where he would not seem too good for whatever he was 
doing.” 

“Ah, if I could but tell you how happy you have made 
me!” muttered Lendrick. ‘*I ought never to have left 
them, — never broken up my home. I did it unwillingly, it 
is true; but I ought never to have done it.” 

‘¢Who knows if it may not turn out for the best, after 
all? You need never be separated henceforth. Tom’s 
last letter to me —I’ll bring it over to you to-morrow — 
tells me what I well knew must befall us sooner or later, — 
that we are rolling in wealth, have silver enough to pave 
the streets, and more money than we shall be able to spend 
— though I once had rather a knack that way.” 

‘¢That’s glorious news!” said Beattie. ‘‘ It’s owr mine, 
T suppose?” added he, laughing. 

‘‘To be sure it is; and I have come prepared to buy you 
out, doctor, or pay you your first dividened, cent. per cent., 
whichever you prefer.” 

‘* Let us hear about this mine,” said Beattie. 

“T’d rather talk to you about the miners, Tom and 
Lucy,” said Fossbrooke. 

‘* Yes, yes, tell us of them. Do they ever talk of the 
Nest? Do they ever think of the happy days we passed 
there?” cried Lendrick. 

‘*Ay, and more. We have had a project this many a 
day — we can realize it now — to buy it out and out. And 
I’m to build a cabin for myself by the river-side, where the 
swan’s hut stood, and I’m to be asked to dinner every 
Sunday.” 

‘* By Jove, I think I’ll run down by the rail for one of 
those dinners,” said Beattie; ‘‘ but I certainly hope the 
company will have better appetites than my guests of 
to-day.” 

‘*T am too happy to feel hungry,” said Lendrick. ‘If I 
only knew that my poor dear father could live to see us all 
united, — all together again, I’d ask for no more in life.” 

*¢ And so he may, Tom; he was better this afternoon, and 
though weak and low, perfectly collected and sensible. Mrs. 
Sewell has been his nurse to-day, and she seems to manage 
him cleverly.” 
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‘* I saw her at the Cape. She was nicely mannered, and, 
if I remember aright, handsome,” said Lendrick, in his 
half-abstracted way. 

‘* She was beautiful —perfectly beautiful—as a girl: 
except your own Lucy, I never saw any one so lovely,” said 
Fossbrooke, whose voice shook with emotion as he spoke. 

‘*] wish she had better luck in a husband,” said Beattie. 
‘* For all his graceful address and insinuating ways, I’m full 
sure he’s a bad fellow.” 

Fossbrooke checked himself with a great effort, and merely 
nodded an assent to the other’s words. 

‘*How came it, Sir Brook,” asked Beattie, suddenly, 
‘that you should have been in Dublin so long without once 
coming to see me?” 

‘¢ Are you very discreet? — may I be sure that neither of 
you will ever accidentally let drop a word of what I shall 
tell you?” ; 

‘* You may rely upon my secrecy, and upon Tom Len- 
drick’s ignorance, for there he is now in one of his reveries, 
thinking of his children in all probability ; and I’ll guarantee 
you to any amount, that he’ll not hear one word you say 
for the next half-hour.” 

‘¢The fact is, they took me up for a rebel,— some one 
with more zeal than discrimination fancied I looked like a 
‘Celt,’ as these fellows call themselves; and my mode of 
life, and my packet of lead ore, and some other things of 
little value, completed the case against me, and they sent me 
to jail.” 

cir Eo jail!” 

‘*Yes; to a place called Richmond. Bridewell, where I 
passed some seven or eight days, by no means unpleasantly. 
It was very quiet, very secure against intrusion. I had 
a capital room, and very fair food. Indeed I’m not sure 
that I did not leave it with a certain regret; but as I had 
written to my old friend Lord Wilmington, to apprise him 
of the mistake, and to warn him against the consequences 
such a blunder might occasion if it befell one less well dis- 
posed towards him than myself, I had nothing for it but to 
take a friendly farewell of my jailer and go.” 

**T declare few men would have treated the incident so 
temperately.” 
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‘‘ Wilmington’s father was my fag at Eton, let me see — 
no, I’ll not see —how long ago; and Wilmington himself 
used to come and spend his summer vacations with me when 
I had that Wiltshire place; and I was very fond of the boy, 
and as he liked my partridge-shooting, we grew to be fast 
friends; but why are we talking of these old histories when 
it is the present that should engage us? I would only cau- 
tion you once again against letting the story get abroad: 
there are fellows would like to make a House of Commons 
row out of it, and I’d not stand it. Is the doctor sleep- 
ing?” added he, in a whisper, as Lendrick sat with closed 
eyes and clasped hands, mute and motionless. 

‘¢No,” said Beattie; ‘‘it is his way when he is very 
happy. He is going over to himself all you have been tell- 
ing him of his children, and he neither sees nor hears aught 
around him.” 

‘¢T was going to tell him another piece of news that would 
probably please him,” said Sir Brook, in the same low tone. 
‘¢] have nearly completed arrangements for the purchase of 
the Nest; by this day week I hope it will be Lucy’s.” 

**Oh! do tell him that. I know of nothing that would 
delight him as much. Lendrick,” said he, touching his arm, 
‘¢ here is something you would like to hear.” 

‘¢ No, no!” muttered he, softly. ‘* Life is too short for 
these things. No more separations,—no more; we must 
live together, come what may;” and he stretched out his 
hands on either side of him, as though to grasp his children. 

‘It is a pity to awaken him from such a dream,” said 
Fossbrooke, cautiously; ‘‘let us steal over to the window 
and not disturb him.” 

They crept cautiously away to a window-bench, and talked 
till late into the night. 


CHAPTER XIX. 
MAN TO MAN. 


As Sewell awoke, it was already evening. Fatigue and anx- 
iety together had so overcome him that he slept like one 
drugged by a narcotic; nor did he very quickly recall on 
awakening how and wherefore he had not been to bed. 
His servant had left two letters on his table while he slept, 
and these served to remind him of some at least of the 
troubles that last oppressed him. One was from his law- 
agent, regretting that he could not obtain for him the loan 
he solicited on any terms whatever, and mildly suggesting 
that he trusted the Colonel would be prepared to meet cer- 
tain acceptances which would fall due in the coming week. 
The other was from a friend whom he had often assisted 
in moments of difficulty, and ran : — 


“Dear S.,—TI lost two hundred last night at pool, and, what’s 
worse, can’t pay it. That infernal rule of yours about prompt 
payment will smash us both, — but it’s so like you! You never 
had a run of luck yet that you didn’t do something that turned 
against you afterwards. Your clever rule about the selling-stakes 
cost me the best mare I ever had; and now this blessed stroke 
of your genius leaves me in doubt whether to blow my brains 
out or start for Boulogne. As Tom Beecher said, you are a ‘deuced 
deal too ’cute to prosper.’ If I have to cross the water, I suspect 
you might as well come with me. — Yours, 

“Dick VAUGHAN.” 


Sewell tore the note up into the smallest fragments, mut- 
tering savagely to himself the while. ‘‘I’ll be bound,” said 
he, ‘‘ the cur is half consoled for his mishap by seeing how 
much worse ruin has befallen me.— What is it, Watkin? 
What do you want?” cried he to his servant, who came 
hastily into the room. 

Oy 1 
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‘¢ His Lordship has taken a bad turn, sir, and Mrs. Sewell 
wants to see you immediately.” 

*¢ All right! Say I’m coming. Who knows,” muttered 
he, ‘* but there’s a chance for me yet?” He turned into his 
dressing-room and bathed his temples and his head with cold 
water, and, refreshed at once, he ascended the stairs. 

‘+ Another attack has come on. He was sleeping calmly,” 
said Mrs. Sewell as she met him, ‘* when he awoke witha 
start, and broke out into wild raving. I have sent for 
Beattie; but what is to be done meanwhile?” 

‘¢T’m no doctor; I can’t tell you.” 

‘¢ Haire thinks the ice ought to be applied; the nurse says 
a blister or mustard to the back of the neck.” 

‘¢Ts he really in danger? — that’s the question.” 

‘‘T believe so. I never saw him so ill.” 

‘You think he’s dying?” said he, fiercely, as though he 
would not brook any sort of equivocation; but the coarse- 
ness of his manner revolted her, and she turned away with- 
out reply. ‘*There’s no time to be lost,” muttered Sewell, 
as he hastened downstairs. ‘Tell George I want the car- 
riage to the door immediately,” said he; and then, entering 
his own room, he opened his writing-desk, and, after some 
search, came upon a packet, which he sealed and addressed. 

‘‘Are you going for Beattie?” asked Mrs. Sewell, as she 
appeared at the door; “for Haire says it would be better to 
fetch some one — any one — at once.” 

‘*T have ordered the carriage. Ill get Lysaght or Adams 
if I should not find Beattie; and mind, if Beattie come while 
Iam away, detain him, and don’t let him leave this till I 
return. Do you mind me?” 

‘Yes; I’ll tell him what you say.” 

‘*Ay, but you must insist upon his doing it. There will 
be all sorts of stories if he should die —” 

‘Stories? what do you mean by stories?” cried she, in 
alarm. 

“Rumors of neglect, of want of proper care of him, and 
such-like, which would be most insulting. At all events, I 
am resolved Beattie should be here at the last; and take 
care that he does not leave. I’Il call at my mother’s too; 
she ought to come back with me. We have to deal with a 
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scandal-loving world, and let us leave them as little to fall 
foul of as may be.” All this was said hurriedly, as he 
bustled about the room, fussy and impatient, and with an 
eagerness to be off which certainly surprised her. 

“You know where to find these doctors, — you have their 
addresses?” asked she. 

‘*George knows all about them.” 

‘*And William does, at all events.” 

“T’m not taking William. I don’t want a footman with 
a brougham. It is a light carriage and speedy cattle that 
are needed at this moment; and here they come. Now, 
mind that you keep Beattie till I come back; and if there 
be any inquiries, simply say the Chief Baron is the same 
as yesterday.” 

‘**Had I not better consult Dr. Beattie?” 

**You will do as I tell you, Madam,” said he, sternly. 
“You have heard my directions; take care that you follow 
them. To Mr. Lysaght’s, George — no, first to Dr. Beat- 
tie’s, Merrion Square,” cried he, as he stepped into the car- 
riage, ‘‘and drive fast.” 

‘‘Yes, sir,” said the coachman, and started at once. He 
had not proceeded more than half-way down the avenue, 
however, when Sewell, leaning out of the window, said, 
‘Don’t go into town, George; make for the Park by the 
shortest cut you can, the Secretary’s Lodge.” 

**All right, sir; the beasts are fresh. Well be there in 
thirty minutes.” True to his word, within the half-hour the 
horses, white with sweat and flanking like racers, stood at 
the door of the Secretary’s Lodge. Four or five private 
carriages and some cabs were also at the door, signs of a 
dinner-party which had not yet broken up. 

“Take this card in to Mr. Balfour, Mr. Wells,” said he 
to the butler, who was an old acquaintance, ‘‘and say I 
want one minute in private with him, — strictly private, 
mind. I’ll step into the library here and wait.” 

“What’s up, Sewell? Are you in anew scrape, eh?’’said 
Balfour, entering, slightly flushed with wine and conversa- 
tion, and half put out by the interruption. 

‘*Not much of a scrape, —can you give me five minutes 

‘‘Wells said one minute, and that’s why I came. The 
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Castledowns and Eyres and the Ashes are here, and the 
Langrish girls, and Dick Upton.” 

‘* A very choice company, for robbing you of which even 
for a moment I owe every apology, but still my excuse is a 
good one. Are you as anxious to promote your Solicitor- 
General as you were a week or two ago?” 

‘‘Tf you mean Pemberton, I wish he was — on the Bench, 
or in Abraham’s bosom —I don’t much care which, for he 
is the most confounded bore in Christendom. Do you 
come to tell me that you’ll poison him?” 

“No; but I can promote him.” 

‘*Why — how — in what way?” 

‘“‘T told you a few days ago that I could manage to make 
the old man give in his resignation; that it required some 
tact and address, and especially the absence of everything 
like menace or compulsion.” 

‘‘Well, well, well — have you done it — is it a fact?” 

Seige 

‘*T mean, an indisputable, irrevocable fact, — something 
not to be denied or escaped from?” 

‘*Just so; a fact not to be denied or escaped from.” 

‘*It must come through me, Sewell, mind that. I took 
charge of the negotiation two years ago, and no one shall 
step in and rob me of my credit. I have had all the worry 
and fatigue of the transaction, and I insist, if there be any 
glory in success, it shall be mine.” 

“You shall have all the glory, as you- call it. What 1 
aspire to is infinitely less brilliant.” 

‘*You want a place — hard enough to find one —at least 
to find something worth having. You’ll want something 
as good as the Registrarship, eh?” 

“No; I’ll not pester you with my claims. I’m not in 
love with official life. I doubt if I am well fitted for it.” 

‘*You want a seat in the House, —is that it?” 

‘‘Not exactly,” said Sewell, laughing; ‘‘though there is a 
good stroke of business to be done in private bills and rail- 
way grants. My want is the simplest of all wants, — 
money.” 

‘‘Money! But how am I to give you money? Out of 
what fund is it to come? You don’t imagine we live in the 
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old days of secret-service funds, with unlimited corruption 
to back us, do you?” 

**T suspect that the source from which it is to come is 
a matter of perfect indifference to me. You can easily 
squeeze me into the estimates as a special envoy, or a Crown 
Prosecution, or a present to the Emperor of Morocco.” 

‘Nothing of the kind. You are totally in error. All 
these fine days are past and gone. They go over us now like 
a schedule in bankruptcy; and it would be easier to make 
you a colonial bishop than give you fifty pounds out of the 
Consolidated Fund.” 

“Well, I’d not object to the Episcopate if there was some 
good shooting in the diocese.” 

‘I’ve no time for chaff,” said Balfour, impatiently. ‘I 
am leaving my company too long, besides. Just come over 
here to-morrow to breakfast, and we ’ll talk the whole thing 
over.” 

“No, Ill not come to breakfast; I breakfast in bed: and 
if we are to come to any settlement of this matter, it shall 
be here and now.” 

‘‘Very peremptory all this, considering that the question 
is not of your retirement.” 

**Quite true. It is not my retirement we have to discuss, 
but it is, whether I shall choose to hand you the Chief 
Baron’s, which I hold here,” — and he produced the packet 
as he spoke, — ‘‘or go back and induce him to reconsider 
and withdraw it. Is not that a very intelligible way to put 
the case, Balfour? Did you expect such a business-like 
tone from an idle dog like me?” 

‘*And I am to believe that the document in your hand 
contains the Chief Baron’s resignation?” 

‘¢You are to believe it or not, — that’s at your option. It 
is the fact, at all events.” 

‘‘And what power have you to withhold it, when he has 
determined to tender it?” 

“ About the same power I have to do this,” said Sewell, 
as, taking up a sheet of note-paper from the table, he tore it 
into fragments, and threw them into the fire. ‘‘I think you 
might see that the same influence by which I induced him 
to write this would serve to make him withhold it. The 
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Judge condescends to think me a rather shrewd man of the 
world, and takes my advice occasionally.” 

“Well, but — another point,” broke in Balfour, hurriedly. 
‘“What if he should recall this to-morrow or the day after? 
What if he were to say that on reconsideration he felt 
unwilling to retire? It is clear we could not well coerce 
him.” 

‘‘You know very little of the man when you suggest such 
a possibility. He’d as soon think of suicide as doubt any 
decision he had once formally announced to the world. 
The last thing that would ever occur to him would be to 
disparage his infallibility.” 

‘*T declare I am quite ashamed of being away so long; 
could n't you come down to the office to-morrow, at your 
own hour, and talk the whole thing over quietly?” 

‘‘Impossible. I’ll be very frank with you. I lost a pot 
of money last night to Langton, and have n’t got it to pay 
him. I tried twenty places during the day, and failed. I 
tossed over a score of so-called securities, not worth six- 
pence ina time of pressure, and I came upon this, which 
has been in my hands since Monday last, and I thought, 
Now Balfour would n’t exactly give me five hundred pounds 
for it, but there ’s no reason in life that he might not obtain 
that sum for me in some quarter. Do you see?” 

‘*T see, — that is, I see everything but the five hundred.” 

‘‘If you don’t, then you’ll never see this,” said Sewell, 
replacing it in his pocket. 

“You won’t comprehend that I’ve no fund to go to; that 
there ’s no bank to back me through such a transaction. 
Just be a little reasonable, and you ’ll see that I can’t do this 
out of my own pocket. It is true I could press your claim 
on the party. I could say, what Iam quite ready to say, 
that we owe the whole arrangement to you, and that, espe- 
cially as it will cost you the loss of your Registrarship, you 
must not be forgotten.” 

‘*There ’s the mistake, my dear fellow. I don’t want that. 
I don’t want to be made supervisor of mad-houses, or over- 
looker of light-ships. Until office hours are comprised 
between five and six o’clock of the afternoon, and some of 
the cost of sealing-wax taken out in sandwiches, I don’t 
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mean to re-enter public life. I stand out for cash payment. 
I hope that’s intelligible.” 

“Oh, perfectly so; but as impossible as intelligible.” 

‘*Then, in that case, there’s no more to be said. All 
apologies for having taken you so long from your friends. 
Good-night.” 

**Good-night,” said Balfour. ‘‘I’m sorry we can’t come 
to some arrangement. Good-night.” 

‘*As this document will now never see the light, and as all 
action in the matter will be arrested,” said Sewell, gravely, 
*‘I rely upon your never mentioning our present interview.” 

**T declare I don’t see why I am precluded from speaking 
of it to my friends, — confidentially, of course.” 

**You had better not.” 

‘‘Better not! better in what sense? As regards the public 
interests, or my personal ones?” 

**T simply repeat, you had better not.” He put on his hat 
as he spoke, and without a word of leave-taking moved 
towards the door. 

**Stop one moment, —a thought has just struck me. You 
like a sporting offer. I7’ll bet you twenty pounds even, 
you ’ll not let me read the contents of that paper; and Ill 
lay you long odds — two hundred to one, in pounds — that 
you don’t give it to me.” 

‘*You certainly do like a good thing, Balfour. In plain 
words, you offer me two hundred and twenty. Ill be shot if 
Isee why they should have higgled so long about letting 
the Jews into Parliament when fellows like you have seats 
there.” 

‘‘Be good enough to remember,” said Balfour, with an 
easy smile, “that I’m the only bidder, and if the article be 
not knocked down to me there’s no auction.” 

“TI was certain I’d hear that from you! I never yet 
knew a fellow do a stingy thing, that he had n’t a shabbier 
reason to sustain it.” 

‘*Come, come, there’s no need of this. You can say no 
to my offer without a rudeness to myself.” 

‘“‘ Ay, that’s all true, if one only had temper for it, but J 
have n’t; and I have my doubts that even you would if you 
were to be tried as sorely as I am.” 
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‘“‘T never do get angry; a man shows his hand when he 
loses his temper, and the fellow who keeps cool can always 
look at the other’s cards.” 

‘Wise precepts, and worth coming out here to listen to,” 
said Sewell, whose thoughts were evidently directed else- 
where. ‘‘I take your offer; I only make one condition, — 
you keep the negotiation a secret, or only impart it where 
it will be kept secret.” 

“T think that’s all fair. JIagree to that. Now for the 
document.” 

‘*There it is,” said Sewell, as he threw the packet on the 
table, while he seated himself in a deep chair, and crossed 
his arms on his chest. 

Balfour opened the paper and began to read, but soon 
burst forth with — ‘*‘ How like him — how like him! —‘ Less 
oppressed, indeed, by years than sustained by the conscious 
sense of long services to the State.’ I think I hear him 
declaiming it. 

‘This is not bad: ‘ While at times afflicted by the 
thought, that to the great principles of the law, of which I 
had made this Court the temple and the sanctuary, there will 
now succeed the vague decisions and imperfect judgments 
of less learned expositors of justice, I am comforted by 
remembering that I leave behind me some records worthy of 
memory, — traditions that will not easily die.’ ” 

“That’s the modest note; hear him when he sounds the 
indignant chord,” said Sewell. 

‘‘Ay, here we have it: ‘If I have delayed, my Lord, in 
tendering to you this my resignation, it is that I have waited 
till, the seurrilous tongues of slander silenced, and the 
smaller, but not less malevolent, whisperings of jealousy 
subdued, I might descend from the Bench amidst the affec- 
tionate regrets of those who regard me as the last survivor 
of that race which made Ireland a nation.’ The liquor is 
genuine,” cried Balfour, laughing. ‘*There’s no disputing 
it, you have won your money.” 

‘*T should think so,” was Sewell’s cool reply. ‘‘He has 
the same knack in that sort of thing that the girl in the 
well-known shop in Seville has in twisting a cigarette.” 

Balfour took out his keys to open his writing-desk, and, 
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pondering for a moment or two, at last said, ‘‘I wish any 
man would tell me why Iam going to give you this money, 
—do you know, Sewell?” 

‘*Because you promised it, I suppose.” 

**Yes; but why should I have promised it? What can 
it possibly signify to me which of our lawyers presides in 
Her Majesty’s Irish Exchequer? I’m sure you’d not give 
ten pounds to insure this man or that, in or out of the 
Cabinet.” 

‘**Not ten shillings. They ’re all dark horses to me, and 
if you offered me the choice of the lot, I’d not know which 
to take; but I always heard that you political fellows cared 
so much for your party, and took your successes and fail- 
ures so much to heart, that there was no sacrifice you were 
not ready to make to insure your winning.” 

‘*We now and then do run a dead-heat, and one would 
really give something to come in first; but what’s that? — 
I declare there’s a carriage driving off —some one has 
gone. I’ll have to swear that some alarming news has come 
from the South. Good-night—I must be off.” 

‘**Don’t forget the cash before you go.” 

‘*Oh, to be sure, here you are — crisp and clean, ain’t 
they? I got them this morning, and certainly never 
intended to part with them on such an errand.” 

Sewell folded up the notes with a grim smile, and said, 
“T only wish I had a few more big-wigs to dispose of, — you 
should have them cheap; as Stag and Mantle say, ‘ articles 
no longer in great vogue.’ ” 

“There’s another departure!” cried Balfour. ‘‘I shall 
be in great disgrace!” and hurried away without a ‘‘good- 
bye.” 


CHAPTER XX. 
ON THE DOOR-STEPS AT NIGHT. 


Ir was late at night when Sewell arrived at the Priory. He 
had had another disastrous night of play, and had scattered 
his “acknowledgments ” for various sums on every side. 
Indeed, he had not the vaguest idea of how much he had 
lost. Disputes and hot discussions, too, almost verging 
on personal quarrels, dashed with all their irritating influ- 
ences the gloom of his bad luck; and he felt, as he arose 
to go home, that he had not even that sorry consolation of 
the unfortunate gambler, —the pitying sympathy of the 
looker-on. 

Over and over, as he went, he asked himself what Fate 
could possibly intend by this persistent persecution of 
him? Other fellows had their ‘‘innings” now and then. 
Their fortune came checkered with its bright and dark days. 
He never emerged, not even passingly, from his ill-luck. 
‘*T suppose,” muttered he, ‘‘the whole is meant to tempt me 
—but to what? TI need very little temptation if the bait be 
only money. Let me but see gold enough, and my resist- 
ance will not be very formidable. I’ll not risk my neck; 
short of that I’m ready for anything.” Thus thinking, he 
plodded onward through the dark night, vaguely wishing 
at times that no morning was ever to break, and that exist- 
ence might prolong itself out to one long dark autumn night, 
silent and starless. 

As he reached the hall-door, he found his wife seated on 
the steps as on a former night. It had become a favorite 
spot with her to taste the cool refreshing night-air, and 
rally her from the feverish closeness of the sick-room. 

‘‘How is he? Is it over yet?” cried he, as he came up. 
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“He is better; he slept calmly for some hours, and woke 
much refreshed.” 

**T could have sworn it!” burst he in, vehemently. ‘‘It is 
the one way Fate could have rescued me, and it is denied 
me. I believe there is a curse on me! Eh— what?” 

**T didn’t speak,” said she, meekly. 

“You muttered, though. I heard you mumble something 
below your breath, as if you agreed with what I said. Say 
it out, Madam, if you think it.” 

She heaved a weary sigh, but said nothing. 

‘‘Has Beattie been here?” asked he, hastily. 

‘*Yes; he stayed for above an hour, but was obliged to 
go at last to visit another patient. He brought Dr. Len- 
drick out with him; he arrived this evening.” 

*‘Lendrick! Do you mean the man from the Cape?” 

ce Yes.” 

‘“That completes it!” burst he, as he flung his arms 
wildly up. “I was just wondering what other malignant 
piece of spite Fortune could play me, and there itis! Had 
you any talk with this man?” 

‘“*Yes; he remained with me all the time Dr. Beattie was 
upstairs.” 

‘‘And what was his tone? Has he come back to turn us 
out? —that of course he has — but does he avow it?” 

‘*He shows no such intentions. He asked whether you 
held much to the Nest, if it was a place that you liked, or if 
you could relinquish it without any regret?” 

‘“Why so?” 

‘‘Because Sir Brook Fossbrooke has just purchased it.” 

‘(What nonsense! you know as well as I do that he 
could n’t purchase a dog-kennel. That property was valued 
at sixteen thousand pounds four years ago, — it is worth 
twenty now; and you talk to me of this beggar buying it!” 

‘*T tell you what he told me, and it was this: Some mine 
that Sir Brook owned in Sardinia has turned out to be all 
silver, and in consequence he has suddenly become im- 
mensely rich, — so rich, indeed, that he has already deter- 
mined to settle this estate on Lucy Lendrick; and intends, 
if he can induce Lord Drumearran to part with ‘ The Forest,’ 
to add it to the grounds.” 
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Sewell grasped his hair with both hands, and ground his 
teeth together with passion as he listened. 

‘You believe this story, I suppose?” said he at last. 

‘‘Yes; why should I not believe it?” 

‘‘T don’t believe a word of it. I see the drift —I saw the 
drift of it before you had told me ten words. ‘This tale is 
got up to lull us into security, and to quiet our suspicions. 
Lendrick knows well the alarm his unexpected return is 
likely to give us, and to allay our anxieties they have coined 
this narrative, as though to imply they will be rich enough 
not to care to molest us, nor stand between us and this old 
man’s money. Don’t you see that?” 

“T do not. It did not occur to me before, and I do not 
admit it now.” 

‘*T ought not to have asked you. I ought to have remem- 
bered what old Fossbrooke once called ‘ the beautiful trust- 
fulness of your nature.’ ” 

‘‘If I had it once, it has left me many a long day ago!” 

“But I deny that you ever had it. You had the woman’s 
trick of affecting to believe, and thus making out what you 
assumed to think, to be a pledge given by another, —a bit 
of female craft that you all trade on so long as you are 
young and good-looking?” 

‘‘And what supplies the place of this ingenious device 
when we are neither young nor good-looking?” 

‘*T don’t know, for the simple reason that I never much 
interested myself in the sex after that period.” 

‘*That’s a very sad thing for us. I declare I never had 
an idea how much we’re to be pitied before.” 

‘*You would be to be pitied if you knew how we all think 
of you;” and he spoke with a spiteful malignity almost 
demoniac. 

‘*It’s better, then, for each of us that we should not know 
this. The trustfulness that you sneer at does us good ser- 
vice, after all.” 

‘‘And it was this story of the mine that induced Lendrick 
to come home from the Cape, was n't it?” 

‘*No; he only heard of the mine since he arrived here.” 

““T thought,” rejoined he, with a sneer, ‘‘that he ought to 
have resigned his appointment on account of this sudden 
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wealth, all the more because I have known that he intended 
to come back this many a day. And what is Fossbrooke 
going to do for you? Is there a diamond necklace ordered ? 
or is it one of the brats he is going to adopt?” 

‘*By the way, I have been robbed; some one has carried 
off my gold comb and some pins; they were on my dressing- 
table last night. Jane saw them when I went into my 
room.” 

‘‘Now’s your time to replace the loss! It’s the sort of 
tale old Fossbrooke always responded to.” 

She made no answer; and for several minutes each sat in 
silence. ‘*One thing is pretty evident,” said he at last, as 
he made figures with his cane on the ground, — ‘‘we ’ll have 
to troop off, whether the Lendricks come here or not. The 
place will not be tenable once they are in the vicinity.” 

**T don’t know.” 

**You don’t know! Do you mean that the doctor and 
his daughter will stand the French cook here, and the 
dinners, and let the old man make a blessed fool of himself, 
as he has been doing for the last eight or ten months past? 
or do you pretend that if we were to go back to the leg-of- 
mutton days, and old Haire for company, that it would be 
worth holding on to? J don’t; and I tell you frankly that 
I intend to demand my passports, as the Ministers say, and 
be off.” 

‘*But J can’t ‘ be off.’ I have no such alternative!” 

‘*The worse luck yours, or rather the worse skill; for if 
you had played your hand better, it would not have been 
thus with you. By the way, what about Trafford? I take 
it hell marry this girl now.” 

“JT have not heard,” said she, pinching her lips, and 
speaking with a forced composure. 

“If I were you, I’d make myself Lucy’s confidante, get 
up the match, and go and live with them. These are the 
really happy ménages. If there be such a thing as bliss, 
perfect bliss, in this world, it is where a wife has a dear 
friend in the house with her, who listens to all her sorrows, 
and helps her to manage the tyrant that inflicts them. It 
was a great mistake of ours not to have known this in early 
life. Marriage was meant to be a triangle.” 
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“If you go, as you speak of going, have you any objec- 
tion to my addressing myself to Sir Brook for some 
assistance?” 

“None whatever. I think it the most natural thing in 
life; he was your guardian, and you haye a right to ask 
what has become of your fortune.” 

‘‘He might refer me to yow for the information.” 

‘*Very unmannerly if he should, and very ungallant, too, 
for an old admirer. I’m certain if I were to be — what is 
the phrase? — removed, yes, removed — he ’d marry you. 
Talk of three-volume novels and virtue rewarded, after 
that.” 

‘*You have been playing to-night,” said she, gravely. 

ese a 

** And lost?” 

‘*Lost heavily.” 

‘*T thought so. Your courtesies to me have been the 
measure of your bad luck for manyaday. Ihave often felt 
that ‘ four by honors’ has saved me from a bad headache.” 

‘*Then there has been more sympathy between us than I 
ever suspected,” said he, rising, and stretching himself; and 
after a moment or two added, ‘‘Must I call on this Dr. 
Lendrick ? — will he expect me to visit him?” 

“Perhaps so,” said she, carelessly; ‘‘he asked after 
you.” 

‘*Indeed! —did he ask after Trafford too? Do you re- 
member the day at the Governor’s dinner he mistook you 
for Trafford’s wife, and explained his mistake by the 
familiarity of his manner to you in the garden? It was 
the best bit of awkwardness I ever witnessed.” 

‘*T suppose you felt it so?” 

‘‘7—TI felt it so! Isuspect not! I don’t believe there 
was a man at table enjoyed the blunder as heartily.” 

“T wish — how I wish!” said she, clasping her hands 
together. 

** Well — what?” 

**T wish I could be a man for one brief half-hour!” cried 
she; and her voice rang with a mild but clear resonance, that 
made it seem louder than it really was. 

‘*And then?” said he, mockingly. 
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**Oh, do not ask me more!” cried she, as she bent down 
and hid her face in her hands. 

**T think I wid/ call on Lendrick,” said he, after a moment. 
**Tt may not be exactly the sort of task a man would best 
like; but I opine, if he is about to give his daughter in 
marriage to this fellow, he ought to know more about him. 
Now J can tell him something, and my wife can tell him 
more. There’s no indiscretion in saying so much, is 
there?” 

She made no reply; and after a pause he went on: “If 
Trafford had n’t been a shabby dog, he’d not have higgled 
about buying up those letters. Cane & Kincaid offered 
them to him for a thousand pounds. I suspect he’d like to 
have the offer repeated now, but he shall not. He believes, 
or affects to believe, that, for my own sake, I’ll not make 
a public scandal; he doesn’t know his man when he thinks 
this. You, Madam, might have taught him better, eh?” 
Still no reply, and he continued: ‘‘There ’s not aman living 
despises public opinion asIdo. If you are rich you trample 
on it, if poor it tramples on you; but so long as a fellow 
braves the world, and declares that he shrinks from noth- 
ing, — evades nothing, — neither turns right nor left to avoid 
its judgments, — the coward world gives away and lets him 
pass. J’// let them see that I don’t care a straw for my 
own life, when at the price of it I can blow up a magazine.” 

‘No, no, no!” muttered she, in a low but clear tone. 

‘“What do you mean by No, no?” cried he, in a voice of 
passion. 

‘*T mean that you care a great deal for your own life, and 
a great deal for your own personal safety; and that if your 
tyranny to a poor, crushed, weak woman has any bounds, 
it is from your fear, your abject fear, that in her desperation 
she might seek a protector, and find him.” 

“*T told you once before, Madam, men don’t like this 
sort of protectorate. The old bullying days are gone by. 
Modern decorum ‘ takes it out’ in damages.” She sat still 
and silent; and after waiting some time, he said, in a calm, 
unmoved voice, ‘‘These little interchanges of courtesy do no 
good to either of us; they have n’t even the poor attraction 
of novelty; so, as my friend Mr. O’Reardon says, let us 
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‘be practical.’ I had hoped that the old gentleman upstairs 
was going to do the polite thing, and die; but it appears 
now he has changed his mind about it. This, to say the 
least of it, is very inconvenient tome. My embarrassments 
are such that I shall be obliged to leave the country; my 
only difficulty is, I have no money. Are you attending? 
Are you listening to me?” 

“Yes, I hear you,” said she, in a faint whisper. 

‘¢ You, I know, cannot help me; neither can my mother. 
Of course the old Judge is out of the question. As for the 
fellows at the Club, I am deeply in debt to many of them; 
and Kincaid only reminds me of his unsettled bill of costs 
when I ask for a loan. <A blank look-out, on the whole; 
isn’t it?” 

She muttered something like assent, and he went on. ‘“‘I 
have gone through a good many such storms before, but 
none fully as bad as this; because there are certain things 
which in a few days must come out — ugly little disclosures 
—one or two there will be. I inadvertently sold that 
beech timber to two different fellows, and took the money 
too.” 

She lifted up her face, and stared at him without speaking. 

‘*Fact, I assure you! I have a confoundedly bad memory; 
it has got me into scores of scrapes all through life. Then, 
this very evening, thinking that the Chief could n’t rub 
through, I made a stupid wager with Balfour that the seat 
on the Bench would be vacant within a week; and finished 
my bad run of luck by losing — I can’t say how much, but 
very heavily, indeed — at the Club.” 

A low faint sigh escaped her, but not a word. 

‘*As to bills renewed, protested, and to be protested,” 
said he, in the same easy tone, ‘‘they are legion. These 
take their course, and are no worse than any other man’s 
bills; I don’t fret myself about them. As in the old days 
of chivalry one never cared how scurvily he treated the ‘ vil- 
leins,’ so he behaved like a knight to his equals; so nowa- 
days aman must book up at Tattersall’s though he cheat his 
tailor. I like the theory too; it keeps ‘ the ball rolling,’ if 
it does nothing else.” 

All this he rattled out as though his own fluency gave him 
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a sort of Dutch courage; and who knows, too, —for there 
is a fund of vanity in these men, —if he was not vain of 
showing with what levity he could treat dangers that might 
have made the stoutest heart afraid? 

‘* Taking the ‘ tottle of the whole’ of these, — as old Joe 
Hume used to say, —it’s an ugly balance!” 

‘* What do you mean to do?” said she, quietly. 

‘* Bolt, I suppose. I see nothing else for it.” 

‘** And will that meet the difticulty?” 

‘* No, but it will secure me; secure me from arrest, and 
the other unpleasant consequences that might follow arrest. 
To do this, however, I need money, and I have not five 
pounds — no, nor, I verily believe, five shillings —in the 
world.” 

‘*'There are a few trinkets of mine upstairs. I never 
wear them —” 

‘* Not worth fifty pounds, the whole lot; nor would one 
get half fifty for them in a moment of pressure.” 

‘We have some plate —” 

‘¢ We had, but I sold it three weeks ago; and that reminds 
me there was a rum old tea-urn got somehow mixed up with 
our things, and I sold it too, though it has Lendrick’s crest 
upon it. Youll have to get it back some of these days, —I 
told the fellow not to break it up till he heard from you.” 

‘¢’Then what is to be done?” said she, eagerly. 

‘¢That’s the question; travelling is the one thing that 
can’t be done on tick.” 

‘¢Tf you were to go down to the Nest — ” 

‘¢ But our tenure expires on the seventeenth, just one fort- 
night hence, — not to say that I couldn’t call myself safe 
there one hour. No, no; I must manage to get abroad, 
and instantly, that I may escape from my present troubles ; 
but I must strike out some way of life, — something that 
will keep me.” 

She sat still and almost stupefied, trying to see an escape 
from these difficulties, but actually overwhelmed by the 
number and the nature of them. 

‘¢T told you awhile ago that I did not believe one word of 
this story of the mine, and the untold wealth that has fallen 
to old Fossbrooke: you, however, do believe it; you affirm 
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the tale as if you had seen and touched the ingots; so that 
you need have no reluctance to ask him to help you.” 

‘¢You do not object to this course, then?” asked she, 
eagerly. 

‘‘ How can I object? If I clutch at a plank when I’m 
drowning, I don’t let go because it may have nails in it. 
Tell him that you want to buy me off, to get rid of me; that 
by a couple of hundred pounds, —I wish he ’d make it five, 
— you can insure my leaving the country, and that my debts 
here will prevent my coming back again. It’s the sort of 
compact he’ll fully concur in; and you can throw in, as if 
accidentally, how useless it is for him to go on persecuting 
me, that his confounded memory for old scores has kept my 
head under water all my life; and hint that those letters of 
Trafford’s he insists on having — ” 

‘¢ He insists on having!” 

‘“‘To be sure he does; I thought I had told you what 
brought him over here! The old meddling humbug, in his 
grand benevolence vein, wants to smooth down the diffi- 
culties between Lucy Lendrick and Trafford, one of which 
was thought to be the fellow’s attachment to you. Don’t 
blush; take it as coolly as Ido. I’m not sure whether read- 
ing the correspondence aloud isn’t the best way to dispel 
this illusion. You can say that better than I can.” 

‘* Trafford never wrote one line to me of which I should 
be afraid or ashamed to see in print.” 

‘¢ These are matters of taste. There are scores of women 
like publicity, and would rather be notorieties for scandal 
than models of unnoticed virtue, so we’ll not discuss that. 
There, there; don’t look so supremely indignant and con- 
temptuous. That expression became you well enough at 
three-and-twenty ; but ten years, ten long years of not the 
very smoothest existence, leave their marks!” 

She shook her head mournfully, but in silence. 

‘At all events,” resumed he, ‘‘ declare that you object to 
the letters being in other hands than your own; and as toa 
certain paper of mine, —a perfectly worthless document, as 
he well knows, —let him give it to you or burn it in your 
presence.” 

She pushed her hair back from her temples, and pressed 
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her hands to either side of her head, as though endeavoring 
to collect her thoughts, and rally herself to an effort of calm 
determination. 

‘* How much of this is true?” said she, at last. 

‘* What do you mean?” said he, sternly. 

‘¢]T mean this,” said she, resolutely, — ‘‘ that I want to 
know, if you should get this money, is it really your inten- 
tion to go abroad?” 

‘¢ You want a pledge from me on this?” said he, with a 
jeering laugh. ‘* You are not willing to stoop to all this 
humiliation without having the price of it afterwards? Is 
not that your meaning?” 

Her lips moved, but no sound was audible. 

** All fair and reasonable,” said he, calmly. ‘It’s not 
every woman in the world would have the pluck to tell her 
husband how much meanness she would submit to simply to 
get rid of him; but you were always courageous, that I will 
say, — you have courage enough.” ; 

‘*T had need of it.” 

**Go on, Madam, finish your speech. I know what you 
would say. ‘ You had need of courage for two;’ that was 
the courteous speech that trembled on your lip. The only 
thing that beats your courage is your candor! Well, I must 
content myself with humbler qualities. I cannot accompany 
you into these high flights of excellence, but I can go away ; 
and that, after all, is something. Get me this money, and I 
will go, —I promise you faithfully,—go, and not come 
back.” 

‘¢ The children,” said she, and stopped. 

‘¢ Madam!” said he, with a mock-heroic air, ‘‘I am not 
a brute! I respect your maternal feelings, and would no 
more think of robbing you of your children —” 

‘¢ There, — there, that will do. Where is Sir Brook to be 
found, — where does he live?” 

‘¢T have his address written down, — here it is,” said he, 
— ‘the last cottage on the southern side of Howth. ‘There 
is a porch to the door, which, it would seem, is distinctive, 
as well as three chimneys; my informant was as descriptive 
as Figaro. You had better keep this piece of paper as a 
reminder; and the trains deposit you at less than half a mile 
from the place.” 
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‘¢T will go early to-morrow morning. Shall I find you 
here on my return?” 

‘¢Of that you may be certain. I can’t venture to leave 
the house all day; I’m not sure there will not be a writ out 
against me.” 

She arose and seemed about to say something, — hesitated 
for a moment or two, and then slowly entered the house, 
and disappeared. 


CHAPTER XXI. 
GOING OUT. 


In a small dinner-room of the Viceregal Lodge, in the Phoenix 
Park, the Viceroy sat at dinner with Sir Brook Fossbrooke. 
He had arrived in great haste, and incognito, from England, 
to make preparations for his final departure from Ireland; 
for his party had been beaten in the House, and expected 
that, in the last debate on the measure before them, they 
would be driven to resign office. Lord Wilmington had no 
personal regrets on the subject. With high station and a 
large fortune, Ireland, to him, meant little else than 
estrangement from the habits and places that he liked, 
with the exposure to that species of comment and remark 
which the Press so unsparingly bestows on all public men 
in England. He had accepted office to please his party; 
and though naturally sorry for their defeat, there was 
a secret selfish satisfaction at being able to go back to 
a life more congenial to him that more than consoled him 
for the ministerial reverse. 

It is difficult for the small world of place-hunters and 
office-seekers to understand this indifference; but I have 
little doubt that it exists largely amongst men of high posi- 
tion and great fortune, and imparts to their manner that 
seeming dignity in adversity which we humble folk are so 
prone to believe the especial gift of the ‘* order.” 

Cholmondely Balfour did not take matters so coolly; he 
had been summoned over by telegram to take his part in the 
‘‘ third reading,” and went away with the depressing feeling 
that his official sun was about to set, and all the delightful 
insolences of a ‘‘department” were about to be withdrawn 
from him. 
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Balfour had a brief interview with the Viceroy before he 
started, and hurriedly informed him how events stood in 
Ireland. Nor was it without a sense of indignation that he 
saw how little his Excellency cared for the defeat of his 
party, and how much more eager he seemed to see his old 
friend Fossbrooke, and thank him for his conduct, than 
listen to the details of the critical questions of the hour. 

*¢ And this is his address, you say?” said Lord Wilming- 
ton, as he held a card in his hand. ‘‘I must send off to 
him at once.” 

‘¢Tt’s all Bentley’s fault,” said Balfour, full of the House 
and the debate. ‘If that fellow were drowning, and had 
only breath for it, he’d move an amendment! And it’s so 
provoking, now we had got so splendidly through our prose- 
eutions, and were winning the Catholics round to us besides ; 
not to say that I have at last managed to induce Lendrick to 
resign, and we have a Judgeship to bestow.” In a few hur- 
ried words he recounted his negotiation with Sewell, placing 
in the Viceroy’s hand the document of the resignation. 

Lord Wilmington’s thoughts were fully as much on his old 
friend Fossbrooke all this time as on questions of office, and 
not a little disconcerted the Secretary by muttering, ‘‘ I hope 
the dear old fellow bears me no ill-will. I would not for 
worlds that he should think me unmindful of him.” 

And now they sat over their wine together, talking pleas- 
antly of bygone times and old friends, — many lost to them 
by death, and some by distance. 

‘*T take it,” said Fossbrooke, after a pause, ‘‘ that you 
are not sorry to get back to England.” 

Lord Wilmington smiled, but said nothing. 

‘You never could have cared much for the pomp and 
state of this office, and I suppose beyond these there is 
little in it.” 

‘‘You have hit it exactly. There is nothing to be done 
here, — nothing. The shortness of the period that is given 
to any man to rule this country, and the insecurity of his 
tenure, even for that time, compel him to govern by a party; 
and the result is, we go on alternately pitting one faction 
against the other, till we end by marshalling the nation into 
two camps instead of massing them into one people. Then 
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there is another difficulty. In Ireland the question is not so 
much what you do as by whom you do it. It is the men, not 
the measures, that are thought of. There is not an infringe- 
ment on personal freedom I could not carry out, if you only 
let me employ for its enactment some popular demagogue. 
Give me a good patriot in Ireland, and I’ll engage to crush 
every liberty in the island.” 

**T don’t envy you your office, then,’ 
gravely. 

‘“* Of course you don’t; and between ourselves, Foss- 
brooke, I’m not heartbroken by the thought of laying it 
down. I suspect, too, that after a spell of Irish official life 
every statesman ought to lie fallow for a while: he grows 
so shifty and so unscrupulous here, he is not fit for home 
work.” 

** And how soon do you leave?” 

** Let me see,” said he, pondering. ‘‘ We shall be beaten 
to-night or to-morrow night at farthest. They ’ll take a day 
to talk it over, and another to see the Queen; and allowing 
three days more for the négotiations back and forward, I 
think I may say we shall be out by this day week. A week 
of worry and annoyance it will be! ” 

‘¢ How so?” 

‘¢ All the hungry come to be fed at the last hour. They 
know well that an outgoing administration is always bent on 
filling up everything in their gift. You make a clean sweep 
of the larder before you give up the key to the new house- 
keeper; and one is scarcely so inquisitive as to the capacity 
of the new office-holder as he would be if, remaining in 
power, he had to avail himself of his services. For in- 
stance, Pemberton may not be the best man for Chief Baron, 
but we mean to bequeath him in that condition to our 
successors.” 

‘¢ And what becomes of Sir William Lendrick? ” 

‘¢ He resigns.” 

‘‘ With his peerage?” 

‘‘ Nothing of the kind; he gets nothing. I’m not quite 
clear how the matter was brought about. I heard a very 
garbled, confused story from Balfour. As well as I could 
gather, the old man intrusted his step-son, Sewell, with the 


? 


said Fossbrooke, 
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resignation, probably to enable him to make some terms for 
himself; and Sewell — a shifty sort of fellow, it would seem 
— held it back — the Judge being ill, and unable to act — 
till he found that things looked ticklish. We might go out, 
— the Chief Baron might die, — Heaven knows what might 
occur. At all events he closed the negotiation, and placed 
the document in Balfour’s hands, only pledging him not to 
act upon it for eight-and-forty hours.” 

‘‘ This interests me deeply. I know the man Sewell well, 
and I know that no transaction in which he is mixed up can 
be clean-handed.” 

‘“‘T have heard of him as a man of doubtful character.” 

‘¢ Quite the reverse; he is the most indubitable scoundrel 
alive. I need not tell you that I have seen a great deal of 
life, and not always of its best or most reputable side. 
Well, this fellow has more bad in him, and less good, than 
any one I have ever met. The world has scores, thousands, 
of unprincipled dogs, who, when their own interests are 
served, are tolerably indifferent about the rest of humanity. 
They have even, at times, their little moods of generosity, in 
which they will help a fellow blackguard, and actually do 
things that seem good-natured. Not so Sewell. Swimming 
for his life, he’d like to drown the fellow that swam along- 
side of him.” 

‘¢ Tt is hard to believe in such a character,” said the other. 

**So it is! I stood out long —ay, for years — against 
the conviction; but he has brought me round to it at last, 
and I don’t think I can forgive the fellow for destroying in 
me a long-treasured belief that no heart was so depraved as 
to be without its relieving trait.” 

‘¢T never heard you speak so hardly before of any one, 
Fossbrooke.” ; 

‘* Nor shall you ever again, for I will never mention this 
man more. These fellows jar upon one’s nature, and set it 
out of tune towards all humanity.” 

‘Tt is strange how a shrewd old lawyer like the Chief 
Baron could have taken such a man into his confidence.” 

‘¢ Not so strange as it seems at first blush. Your men of 
the world — and Sewell is eminently one of these — wield 
an immense influence over others immeasurably their supe- 
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riors in intellect, just by force of that practical skill which 
intercourse with life confers. Think for a moment how 
often Sewell might refer some judgment or opinion of the 
old Chief to that tribunal they call ‘ Society,’ of whose ways 
of thought, or whose prejudices, Lendrick knows as much 
as he knows of the domestic habits of the Tonga Islanders. 
Now Sewell was made to acquire this influence, and to 
employ it.” 

‘*'That would account for his being intrusted with this,” 
said the Viceroy, drawing from his breast-pocket the packet 
Balfour had given him. ‘ This is Sir William’s long-waited- 
for resignation.” 

‘¢The address is in Sewell’s writing. I know the hand 
well.” 

*¢ Balfour assured me that he was well acquainted with the 
Chief Baron’s writing, and could vouch for the authenticity 
of the document. Here it is.” As he said this, he opened 
the envelope, and drew forth a half-sheet of post paper, and 
handed it to Fossbrooke. 

*¢ Ay, this is veritable. I know the hand, too, and the 
style confirms it.” He pondered for some seconds over 
the paper, turned it, looked at the back of it, examining 
it all closely and carefully, and then, holding it out at 
arm’s length, he said, ‘*‘ You know these things far better 
than I do, and you can say if this be the sort of docu- 
ment a man would send on such an occasion.” 

‘* You don’t mean that it is a forgery?” 

‘No, not that; nor is it because a forgery would be an 
act Sewell would hold back from, I merely ask if this 
looks like what it purports to be? Would Sir William 
Lendrick, in performing so solemn an act, take a half 
sheet of paper, —the first that offered, it would seem, — 
for see, here are some words scribbled on the hack, — and 
send in his resignation blurred, blotted, and corrected like 
this?” 

‘‘T read it very hurriedly. Balfour gave it to me as I 
landed, and I only ran my eyes over it; let me see it 
again. Yes, yes,” muttered he, ‘‘there is much in what 
you say; all these smudges and alterations are suspicious. 
It looks like a draft of a despatch.” 
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“‘Andsoit is. I’ll wager my head on it, — just a draft.” 

‘““T see what you mean. It was a draft abstracted by 
Sewell, and forwarded under this envelope.” 

‘¢ Precisely. The Chief Baron, I am told, is a hot, hasty, 
passionate man, with moments of rash, impetuous action ; 
in one of these he sat down and wrote this, as Italians 
say, ‘per sfogarsi.? Warm-tempered men blow off their 
extra steam in this wise, and then go on their way like 
the rest of us. He wrote this, and, having written it, felt 
he had acquitted a debt he owed his own indignation.” 

‘¢Tt looks amazingly like it; and now I remember in a 
confused sort of way something about a bet Balfour lost; 
a hundred —I am not sure it was not two hundred —” 

‘¢ There, there,”’ said Fossbrooke, laughing, ‘‘ I recognize 
my honorable friend at once. I see the whole, as if it were 
revealed to me.. He grows bolder as he goes on. Formerly 
his rascalities were what brokers call ‘ time bargains,’ and not 
to be settled for till the end of the month, but now he only 
asks a day’s immunity.” 

‘¢ A man must be a consummate scoundrel who would do 
this.” 

‘¢ And so he is, —a fellow who stops at nothing. Oh, if 
the world only knew how many brigands wore diamond shirt- 
buttons, there would be as much terror in going into a draw- 
ing-room as people now feel about a tour in Greece. You 
will let me have this document for a few hours?” 

‘To be sure, Fossbrooke. JI know well I may rely on your 
discretion; but what do you mean to do with it?” 

‘¢ Let the Chief Baron see it, if he’s well enough; if not, 
I'll show it to Beattie, his doctor, and ask his opinion of it. 
Dr. Lendrick, Sir William’s son, is also here, and he will prob- 
ably be able to say if my suspicions are well founded.” 

‘*It seems odd enough to me, Fossy, to hear you talk of 
your suspicions! How hardly the world must have gone with 
you since we met to inflict you with suspicions! You never 
had one long ago.” 

‘*¢ And shall I tell you how I came by them, Wilmington?” 
said he, laughing. ‘I have grownrich again, —there’s the 
whole secret. There’s no such corrupter as affluence. My 
mine has turned out a perfect Potosi, and here am I ready 


GOING OUT. 187 


to think every man a knave and a rascal, and the whole world 
in a conspiracy to cheat me!” 

‘¢ And is this fact about the mine? — tell me all about it.” 

And Fossbrooke now related the story of his good fortune, 
dwelling passingly on the days of hardship that preceded it; 
but frankly avowing that it was a consummation of which he 
never for a moment doubted. ‘‘ I knew it,” said he; ‘‘ and I 
was not impatient. The world is always an amusing drama, 
and though one may not be ‘ cast’ for a high part, he can still 
‘come on’ occasionally, and at all events he can enjoy the 
performance.” 

** And is this fortune to go like the others, Fossy?” said 
the Viceroy, laughing. 

‘** Have I not told you how much wiser I have grown, that 
I trust no one? I’m not sure that I’ll not set up as a money- 
lender.” 

“So you were forty years ago, Fossy, to my own knowledge ; 
but I don’t suspect you found it very profitable.” 

** Have Inot had my fifty — ay, my five hundred — per cent 
in my racy enjoyment of life? One cannot be paid in meal and 
malt too; and J have ‘ commuted,’ as they call it, and ‘ taken 
out’ in cordiality what others prefer in cash. Ido not believe 
there is a corner of the globe where I could not find some one 
to give me a cordial welcome.” 

‘* And what are your plans?” 

‘“‘T have fully a thousand; my first, however, is to 
purchase that place on the Shannon, where, if you remem- 
ber, we met once, —the Swan’s Nest. I want to settle my 
friends the Lendricks in their old home. I shall have to 
build myself a crib near them. But before I turn squatter 
I’llhave arun over to Canada. I have a large tract there 
near Huron, and they have built a village on me, and now 
are asking me for a church and a schoolhouse and an 
hospital. It was but a week ago they might as well have 
asked me for the moon! I must see Ceylon too, and my 
coffee-fields. I am dying to be ‘bon Prince’ again and 
lower my rents. ‘ There’s arrant snobbery,’ some one told 
me t other day, ‘in that same love of popularity;’ but 
they ’ll have to give it even a worse name before they dis- 
gust me with it. I shall have to visit Cagliari also, and 
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relieve Tom Lendrick, who would like, I have no doubt, to 
take that ‘three months in Paris’ which young fellows call 
‘ going over to see their friends.’ ” 

‘¢ You are a happy fellow, Brook; perhaps the happiest I 
ever knew.” 

‘‘T’ll sell my secret for it cheap,” said Fossbrooke, laugh- 
ing. ‘It is, never to go grubbing for mean motives in this 
life; never tormenting yourself what this might mean or that 
other might portend, but take the world for what it seems, or 
what it wishes you to believe it. Take it with its company face 
on, and never ask to see any one in déshabille but old and dear 
friends. Life has two sides, and some men spin the coin so 
as always to make the wrong face of the medal come upper- 
most. I learned the opposite plan when I was very young, 
and I have not forgotten it. Good-night now; I promised 
Beattie to look in on him before midnight, and it’s not far 
off, I see.” 

‘* We shall have a day or two of you, I hope, at Crew 
before you leave England.” 

‘¢ When I have purchased my estate and married off my 
young people, I’ll certainly make you a visit.” 


CHAPTER XXIL 
AT HOWTH. 


On the same evening that Fossbrooke was dining with the 
Viceroy, Trafford arrived in Dublin, and set out at once for 
the little cottage at Howth to surprise his old friend by his 
sudden appearance. Tom Lendrick had given him so 
accurate a description of the spot that he had no difficulty 
in finding it. If somewhat disappointed at first on learning 
that Sir Brook had dined in town, and might not return till 
alate hour, his mind was so full of all he had’ to say and 
to do that he was not sorry to have some few hours to 
himself for quiet and tranquil thought. He had come direct 
from Malta without going to Holt, and therefore was still 
mainly ignorant of the sentiments of his family towards him, 
knowing nothing beyond the fact that Sir Brook had in- 
duced his father to see him. Even that was something. 
He did not look to be restored to his place as the future head 
of the house, but he wanted recognition and forgiveness, — 
the first for Lucy’s sake more than his own. The thought 
was too painful that his wife— and he was determined she 
should be his wife— should not be kindly received and 
welcomed by his family. ‘‘I ask nothing beyond this,” 
would he say over and over to himself. ‘‘ Let us be as poor 
as we may, but let them treat us as kindred, and not regard 
us as outcasts. I bargain for no more.” He believed 
himself thoroughly and implicitly when he said this. He was 
not conscious with what force two other and very different 
influences swayed him. He wished his father, and still 
more his mother, should see Lucy, — not alone see her beauty 
and gracefulness, but should see the charm of her manner, 
the fascination which her bright temperament threw around 
her. ‘‘ Why, her very voice is a spell!” cried he, aloud, as 
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he pictured her before him. And then, too, he nourished a 
sense of pride in thinking how Lucy would be struck by the 
sight of Holt, —one of the most perfect specimens of old 
Saxon architecture in the kingdom; for though a long line 
of descendants had added largely, and incongruously too, to 
the building, the stern and squat old towers, the low broad 
battlements and square casements, were there, better blazons 
of birth and blood than all the gilded decorations of a 
herald’s college. 

He honestly believed he would have liked to show her 
Holt as a true type of an ancient keep, bold, bluff, and stern- 
looking, but with an unmistakable look of power, recalling a 
time when there were lords and serfs, and when a Trafford was 
as much a despot as the Czar himself. He positively was 
not aware how far personal pride and vanity influenced this 
desire on his part, nor how far he was moved by the 
secret pleasure his heart would feel at Lucy’s wondering 
admiration. 

‘“‘Tf I cannot say, This is your home, this is your own, 
I can at least say, It is from the race who have lived here 
for centuries he who loves you is descended. We are no 
‘new rich,’ who have to fall back upon our wealth for the 
consideration we count upon. We were men of mark be- 
fore the Normans were even heard of.” All these, I say, 
he felt, but knew not. That Lucy was one to care for such 
things he was well aware. She was intensely Irish in her 
reverence for birth and descent, and had that love of the 
traditionary which is at once the charm and the weakness of 
the Celtic nature. Trafford sat thinking over these things, 
and thinking over what might be his future. It was clear 
enough he could not remain in the army; his pay, barely 
sufficient for his support at present, would never suffice when 
he had a wife. He had some debts too; not very heavy, 
indeed, but onerous enough when their payment must be 
made out of the sale of his commission. How often had he 
done over that weary sum of subtraction! Not that repeti- 
tion made matters better to him; for somehow, though he 
never could manage to make more of the sale of his majority, 
he could still, unhappily for him, continually go on recalling 
some debt or other that he had omitted to jot down, — an 
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unlucky ‘ fifty” to Jones which had escaped him till now; 
and then there was Sewell! The power of the unknown is 
incommensurable; and so it is, there is that in a vague 
threat that terrifies the stoutest heart. Just before he left 
Malta he had received a letter from a man whose name was 
not known to him in these terms : — 


“Str, —It has come to my knowledge professionally, that pro- 
ceedings will shortly be instituted against you in the Divorce Court 
at the suit of Colonel Sewell, on the ground of certain letters 
written by you. These letters, now in the hands of Messrs. Cane 
& Kincaid, solicitors, Dominick Street, Dublin, may be obtained by 
you ou payment of one thousand pounds, and the costs incurred up 
to this date. If it be your desire to escape the scandal and publicity 
of this action, and the much heavier damages that will inevitably 
result, you may do so by addressing yourself to 

* Your very obedient and faithful servant, 
“JamMES MAnER, 


“Attorney-at-Law, Kildare Place.” 


He had had no time to reply to this unpleasant epistle 
before he started, even had he known what reply to make, 
all that he resolved on being to do nothing till he saw Sir 
Brook. He had opened his writing-desk to find Lucy’s last 
letter to him, and by ill luck it was this ill-omened docu- 
ment first came to his hand. Fortune will play us these 
pranks. She will change the glass we meant to drink out 
of, and give us a bitter draught at the moment that we 
dreamed of nectar! ‘‘If I’m to give this thousand pounds,” 
muttered he, moodily, ‘‘I may find myself with about eight 
hundred in the world! for I take it these costs he speaks of 
will be no trifle! I shall need some boldness to go and tell 
this to Sir William Lendrick when I ask him for his grand- 
daughter.” Here again he bethought him of Sir Brook, and 
reassured himself that with his aid even this difficulty might 
be conquered. He arose to ask if it were certain that Sir 
Brook would return home that night, and discovered that he 
was alone in the cottage, the fisherman and his wife who 
lived there having gone down to the shore to gather the 
seaweed left by the retreating tide. Trafford knew nothing 
of Fossbrooke’s recent good fortune. The letters which 
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conveyed that news reached Malta after he had left, and his 
journey to England was prompted by impatience to decide 
his fate at once, either by some arrangement with his family 
which might enable him to remain in the army, or, failing 
all hope of that, by the sale of his commission. ‘‘If Tom 
Lendrick can face the hard life of a miner, why should not 
I?” would he say. ‘‘I am as well able to rough it as any 
man. Fellows as tenderly nurtured as myself go out to the 
gold-diggings and smash quartz, and what is there in me 
that I should shrink from this labor?” There was a grim 
sort of humor in the way he repeated to himself the imagi- 
nary calls of his comrades. ‘*Where’s Sir Lionel Traf- 
ford? Will some one send the distinguished baronet down 
here with his shovel?” ‘‘Lucy, too, has seen the life of 
hard work and stern privation. She showed no faint- 
heartedness at its hardships; far from it. I never saw her 
look happier nor cheerier. To look at her, one would say 
that she liked its wild adventure, its very uncommonness. 
I’ll be sworn if we ’ll not be as happy — happier, perhaps, 
than if we had rank and riches. As Sir Brook says, it all 
depends upon himself in what spirit a man meets his for- 
tune. Whether you confront life or death, there are but two 
ways, — that of the brave man or the coward. 

‘‘How I wish he were come! How impatient I am to 
know what success he has had with my father! My own 
mind is made up. The question is, Shall I be able to per- 
suade others to regard the future as I do? Will Lucy’s 
friends let her accept a beggar? No, not that! He who is 
able and willing to work need not bea beggar. Was that a 
tap at the door? Come in.” As he spoke, the door slowly 
opened, and a lady entered; her veil, closely drawn and 
folded, completely concealed her face, and a large shawl 
wrapped her figure from shoulders to feet. 

As she stood for an instant silent, Trafford arose and 
said, ‘‘I suppose you wished to see Sir Brook Fossbrooke; 
but he is from home, and will not return till a late hour.” 

‘*PDon’t you remember me, Lionel?” said she, draw- 
ing back her veil, while she leaned against the wall for 
support. 

‘*Good heavens! Mrs. Sewell!” and he sprang forward 
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and led her to a.seat. ‘‘I never thought to see you here,” 
said he, merely uttering words at random in his astonish- 
ment. 

‘**When did you come?” asked she, faintly. 

‘** About an hour ago.” 

“True? Is this true?” 

‘*On my honor. Why do you ask? Why should you 
doubt it?” 

‘*Simply to know how long you could have been here 
without coming to me.” These words were uttered in a 
voice slightly tremulous, and full of a tender significance. 
Trafford’s cheeks grew scarlet, and for a moment he seemed 
unable to reply. At last he said, in a confused way: ‘‘I 
came by the mail-packet, and at once drove out here. I 
was anxious to see Sir Brook. And you?” 

**T came here also to see him.” 

‘*He has been in some trouble lately,” said Trafford, try- 
ing to lead the conversation into an indifferent channel. 
‘*By some absurd mistake they arrested him as a Celt.” 

‘*How long do you remain here, Lionel?” asked she, 
totally unmindful of his speech. ; 

“My leave is for a month, but the journey takes off half 
of it.” 

‘‘Am I much changed, Lionel, since you saw me last? 
You can scarcely know. Come over and sit beside me.” 

Trafford drew his chair close to hers. ‘‘ Well,” said she, 
pushing back her bonnet, and by the action letting her rich 
and glossy hair fall in great masses over her back, ‘‘you 
have not answered me? How am I looking?” 

‘*You were always beautiful, and fully as much so now 
as ever.” 

‘*But Iam thinner, Lionel. See my poor hands, how they 
are wasted. These are not the plump fingers you used to 
hold for hours in your own, —all that dreary time you were 
so ill;” and as she spoke, she laid her hand, as if uncon- 
sciously, over his. 

‘*You were so good to me,” muttered he, —‘‘so good and 
so kind.” 

‘*And you have wellnigh forgotten it all,” said she, sigh- 
ing heavily. 
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‘Forgotten it! far from it. I never think of you but 
with gratitude.” 

She drew her hand hastily away, and averted her head at 
the same time with a quick movement. 

“Were it not for your tender care and watchfulness, I 
know well I could never have recovered from that severe 
illness. I cannot forget, I do not want to forget, the thou- 
‘sand little ways in which you assuaged my suffering, nor the 
still more touching kindness with which you bore my im- 
patience. I often live it all over again, believe me, Mrs. 
Sewell.” 

‘*You used to call me Lucy,” said she, in a faint whisper. 

**Did I— did I dare?” 

“Yes, you dared. You dared even more than that, 
Lionel. You dared to speak to me, to write to me, as 
only he can write or speak who offers a woman his whole 
heart. I know the manly code on these matters is that when 
a married woman listens even once to such addresses, she 
admits the plea on which her love is sought; but I believed 
—yes, Lionel, I believed —that yours was a different 
nature. I knew — my heart told me — that you pitied me.” 

“That I did,” said he, with a quivering lip. 

‘*You pitied me because you saw the whole sad story of 
my life. You saw the cruel outrages, the insults I was 
exposed to! Poor Lionel!” and she caught his hand as she 
spoke, ‘‘how severely did it often try your temper to endure 
what you witnessed! ” 

Trafford bit his lip in silence, and she went on more 
eagerly: ‘‘I needed not defenders. I could have had scores 
of them. There was not a man who came to the house 
would not have been proud to be my champion. You know 
if this be a boast. You know how I was surrounded. For 
the very least of those caresess I bestowed upon you on your 
sick-bed, there was not one who would not have risked his 
life. Is this true?” 

‘*T believe it,’ muttered he. 

‘And why did I bear all this,” cried she, wildly, — “why 
did I endure, not alone and in the secrecy of my own home, 
-but before the world, — in the crowd of a drawing-room, — 
outrage that wounds a woman’s pride worse than a brought- 
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home crime? Why did I live under it all? Just for this, 
that the one man who should have avenged me was sick, if 
not dying; and that if he could not defend me, I would 
have no other. You said you pitied me,” said she, leaning 
her head against his shoulder. ‘‘Do you pity me still?” 

‘* With all my heart I pity you.” 

‘*‘T knew it, —I was sure of it!” said she, with a voice 
vibrating with a sort of triumph. ‘‘I always said you 
would come back, — that you had not, could not, forget me, 
— that you would no more desert me than a man deserts the 
comrade that has been shipwrecked with him. You see that 
I did not wrong you, Lionel.” 

Trafford covered his face with both his hands, but never 
uttered a word, while she went on: ‘‘Your friends, indeed, 
if that be the name for them, insisted that I was mistaken 
in you! How often have I had to hear such speeches as 
‘Trafford always looks to himself.’ ‘Trafford will never 
entangle himself deeply for any one;’ and then they would 
recount some little story of a heartless desertion here, or 
some betrayal there, as though your life — your whole life 
— was made up of these treacheries; and I had to listen to 
these as to the idle gossip one hears in the world and takes 
no account of! Would you believe it, Lionel, it was only 
last week I was making a morning call at my mother-in- 
law’s, and I heard that you were comng home to England 
to be married! Perhaps I was ill that day —I had enough 
to have made me ill — perhaps more wretched than usual — 
perhaps, who knows, the startling suddenness of the news 
—I cannot say how, but so overcome was I by indignation 
that I cried out, ‘ It is untrue, — every syllable of it untrue.’ 
I meant to have stopped there, but somehow I went on to 
say — Heaven knows what — that I would not sit by and 
hear you slandered — that you were a man of unblemished 
honor — in a word, Lionel, I silenced your detractors; but 
in doing so, I sacrificed myself; and as one by one each vis- 
itor rose to withdraw, — they were all women, — they made 
me some little apology for whatever pain they had given me, 
and in such a tone of mock sorrow and real sarcasm that 
as the last left the room, I fell into a fit of hysterics that 
lasted for hours. ‘Oh, Lucy, what have you done!’ were 
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the first words I heard, and it was is mother who spoke 
them. Ay, Lionel, they were bitter words to hear! Not 
but that she pitied me. Yes, women have pity on each 
other in such miseries. She was very kind to me, and came 
back with me to the Priory, and stayed all the evening with 
me, and we talked of you/ Yes, Lionel, she forgave me. 
She said she had long foreseen what it must come to — that 
no woman had ever borne what I had — that over and over 
again she had warned him, conjuring him, if not for his 
own sake, for the children’s — Oh, Lionel, I cannot go 
on!” burst she out, sobbing bitterly, as she fell at his feet, 
and rested her head on his knees. He carried her tenderly 
in his arms and placed her on a sofa, and she lay there to 
all seeming insensible and unconscious. He was bending 
anxiously over her as she lifted her eyelids and gazed at 
him, —a long steadfast look it was, as though it would read 
his very heart within him. ‘‘ Well,” asked she, — ‘‘well?” 

‘*Are you better?” asked he, in a kind voice. 

‘*When you have answered my question, I will answer 
yours,” said she, in a tone almost stern. 

‘“‘You have not asked me anything, Lucy,” said he, 
tremulously. 

*‘And do you want me to say I doubt you?” cried she, 
with almost a scream. ‘‘Do you want me to humble myself 
to ask, Am I to be forsaken? — in plain words, Is there one 
word of truth in this story of the marriage? Why don’t 
you answer me? Speak out, sir, and deny it, as you would 
deny the charge that called you a swindler or a coward. 
What! are you silent? Is it the fear of what is to come 
after that appalls you? But I absolve you from the charge, 
Trafford. You shall not be burdened by me. My mother- 
in-law will take me. She has offered me a home, and I have 
accepted it. There, now, you are released of that terror. 
Say that this tale of the marriage is a lie, —a foul lie, —a 
lie invented to outrage and insult me; say that, Lionel 
— just bow your head, my own— What! It is not a lie, 
then?” said she, in a low, distinct voice, —‘“‘and it is 7 
that have been deceived, and you are —all that they called 
you. 

‘*Listen to me, Lucy.” 
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‘*How dare you, sir? — by what right do you presume to 
call me Lucy? Are you such a coward as to take this free- 
dom because my husband is not here to resent it? Do not 
touch me, sir. That old man, in whose house I am, would 
strike you to the ground if you insulted me. It was to see 
him I came here, — to see him, and not you. I came here 
with a message from my husband to. Sir Brook Fossbrooke 
—and not to listen to the insulting addresses of Major 
Trafford. Let me go, sir; and at your peril touch me with 
a finger. Look at yourself in that glass yonder, — look at 
yourself, and you will see why I despise you.” And with 
this she arose and passed out, while with a warning gesture 
of her hand she motioned that he should not follow her. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 
TO REPORT. 


Ir was long after midnight when Mrs. Sewell reached the 
Priory. She dismissed her cab at the gate lodge, and was 
slowly walking up the avenue when Sewell met her. 

“*T was beginning to think you did n’t mean to come back 
at all,” cried he, in a voice of mingled taunt and irritation, 
— ‘‘it is close on one o’clock.” 

“He had dined in town, and I had to wait till he re- 
turned,” said she, in a low, faint tone. 

‘You saw him, however? ” 

‘““Yes, we met at the station.” 

““Well, what success? ” 

‘‘He gave me some money, — he promised me more.” 

“How much has he given you?” cried he, eagerly. 

‘“‘*Two hundred, I think; at least I thought he said there 
was two hundred, — he gave me his pocket-book. Let me 
reach the house, and have a glass of water before you ques- 
tion me more. I am tired, —very tired.” 

‘*You seem weak, too; have you eaten nothing?” 

**No, nothing.” 

“There is some supper on the table. We have had guests 
here. Old Lendrick and his daughter came up with Beattie. 
They are not above half an hour gone. They thought to see 
the old man, but Beattie found him so excited and irritable 
he advised them to defer the visit.” 

**Did you see them?” 

‘*Yes; I passed the evening with them most amicably. 
The girl is wonderfully good-looking; and she has got 
rid of that shy, half-furtive way she had formerly, and 
looks at one steadfastly, and with such a pair of eyes too! 
I had no notion she was so beautiful.” 
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“Were they cordial in manner, — friendly?” 

**T suppose they were. Dr. Lendrick was embarrassed 
and timid, and with that fidgety uneasiness as if he wanted 
to be anywhere else than where he was; but she was affable 
enough, — asked affectionately about you and the children, 
and hoped to see you to-morrow.” 

She made no reply, but, hastening her steps, walked on 
till she entered the house, when, passing into a small room 
off the hall, she threw off her bonnet, and, with a deep- 
drawn sigh, said, “1 am dead tired; get me some water.” 

‘*You had better have wine.” 

‘*No, water. I am feverish. My head is throbbing 
painfully.” 

‘*You want food and support. Come into the dining- 
room and eat something. I’ll keep you company, too, for 
I could n’t eat while those people were here. I felt, all the 
time, that they had come to turn us out; and, indeed, Beat- 
tie, with a delicate tact quite his own, half avowed it, as 
he said, ‘ It is a pity there is not light enough for you to see 
your old flower-garden, Lucy, for I know you are impatient 
to be back in it again.’ ” 

“*T’ll try and eat something,” said Mrs. Sewell, rising, 
and with weary steps moving into the dining-room, 

Sewell placed a chair for her at the table, helped her, and 
filled her glass, and, telling the servant that he need not 
wait, sat down opposite her. “From what Beattie said I 
gather,” said he, ‘‘that the Chief is out of danger, the crisis 
of the attack is over, and he has only to be cautious to come 
through. Isn’t it like our luck?” 

‘*Hush! — take care.” 

‘*No fear. They can’t hear even when they try; these 
double doors puzzle them. You are not eating.” 

“T cannot eat; give me another glass of wine.” 

“Yes, that will do you good; it’s the old thirty-four. I 
took it out in honor of Lendrick, but he is a water-drinker. 
I’m sure I wish Beattie were. I grudged the rascal every 
glass of that glorious claret which he threw down with such 
gusto, telling me the while that it was infinitely finer than 
when he last tasted it.” 

‘*T feel better now, but I want rest and sleep. You can 
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wait for all I have to tell you till to-morrow, — can’t 
ou?” 

‘Tf I must, there’s no help for it; but considering that 
my whole future in a measure hangs upon it, I’d rather 
hear it now.” 

‘‘T am wellnigh worn out,” said she, plaintively; and she 
held out her glass to be filled once more; ‘‘but I’ll try and 
tell you.” 

Supporting her head on both her hands, and with her eyes 
half closed, she went on in a low monotonous tone, like 
that of one reading from a book: ‘‘We met at the station, 
and had but a few minutes to confer together. I told him 
Thad been at his house; that I came to see him, and ask 
his assistance; that you had got into trouble, and would 
have to leave the country, and were without means to go. 
He seemed, I thought, to be aware of all this, and asked 
me, ‘ Was it only now that I had learned or knew of this 
necessity?’ He also asked if it were at your instance, and 
by your wish, that I had come to him? I said, Yes; you 
had sent me.” Sewell started as if something sharp had 
pierced him, and she went on: ‘*There was nothing for it 
but the truth; and, besides, I know him well, and if he had 
once detected me in an attempt to deceive him, he would not 
have forgiven it. He then said, ‘ It is not to the wife I will 
speak harshly of the husband, but what assurance have I 
that he will go out of the country?’ Isaid, ‘ You had no 
choice between that and jail.’ He nodded assent, and mut- 
tered, ‘ A jail— and worse; and youw,’ said he, ‘ what is to 
become of you?’ I told him‘ I did not know; that perhaps 
Lady Lendrick would take me and the children.’ ” 

“He did not offer you a home with himself?” said Sewell, 
with a diabolical grin. 

‘**No,” said she, calmly; ‘“‘but he objected to our being 
separated. He said that it was to sacrifice our children, 
and we had no right to do this; and that, come what might, 
we ought to live together. He spoke much on this, and 
asked me more than once if our hard-bought experiences had 
not taught us to be more patient, more forgiving towards 
each other.” 

“T hope you told him that I was a miracle of tolerance, 
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and that I bore with a saintly submission what more irri- 
table mortals were wont to go half mad about, —did you 
tell him this?” 

“Yes; I said you had a very practical way of dealing 
with life, and never resented an unprofitable insult.” 

“How safe a man’s honor always is in a good wife’s 
keeping!” said he, with a savage laugh. ‘I hope your 
candor encouraged him to more frankness; he must have 
felt at ease after that?” 

“Still he persisted in saying there must be no separa- 
tion.” 

“That was hard upon you; did you not tell him that was 
hard upon you?” 

“No; Lavoided mixing myself up in the discussion. I 
had come to treat for you, and you alone.” 

‘**But you might have said that he had no right to impose 
upon you a life of — what shall I call it? — incompatibility 
or cruelty.” 

**T did not; I told him I would repeat to you whatever he 
told me as nearly asI could. He then said: ‘Go abroad and 
live together in some cheap place, where you can find means 
to educate the children. I,’ said he, ‘ will take the cost of 
that, and allow you five hundred a year for your own 
expenses. If I am satisfied with your husband’s conduct, 
and well assured of his reformation, I will increase this 
allowance.’ ” 

‘‘He said nothing about you nor your reformation, — did 
he?” 

“Not a word.” 

‘“‘How much will he make it if we separate?” 

‘He did not say. Indeed, he seemed to make our living 
together the condition of aiding us.” 

‘‘And if he knew of anything harder or harsher he ’d have 
added it. Why, he has gone about the world these dozen 
years back telling every one what a brute and blackguard 
you had for a husband; that, short of murder, I had gone 
through every crime towards you. Where was it I beat you 
with a hunting-whip?” 

“ At Rangoon,” said she, calmly. 

‘‘ And where did I turn you into the streets at midnight?” 


202 SIR BROOK FOSSBROOKE. 


‘*At Winchester.” 

‘Exactly; these were the very lies — the infernal lies — 
he has been circulating for years; and now he says, ‘If 
you have not yet found out how suited you are to each other, 
how admirably your tastes and dispositions agree, it’s quite 
time you should do so. Go back and live together, and if 
one of you does not poison the other, I’ll give you a small 
annuity.’ ” 

‘Five hundred a year is very liberal,” said she, coldly. 

“*T could manage on it for myself alone, but it’s meant to 
support a family. It’s beggary, neither more nor less.” 

‘¢We have no claim upon him.” 

‘‘No claim! What! no claim on your godfather, your 
euardian, not to say the impassioned and devoted admirer 
who followed you over India just to look at you, and spent 
a little fortune in getting portraits of you! Why, the man 
must be a downright impostor if he does not put half his 
fortune at your feet!” 

‘**T ought to tell you that he annexed certain conditions to 
any help he tendered us. ‘They were matters,’ he said, 
‘could best be treated between you and himself; that I did 
not, nor need not, know any of them.’ ” 

“T know what he alluded to.” 

‘Last of all, he said you must give him your answer 
promptly, for he would not be long in this country.” 

‘*As to that, time is fully as pressing to me as to him. 
The only question is, Can we make no better terms with 
him?” 

‘*You mean more money?” 

“Of course I mean more money. Could you make him 
say one thousand, or at least eight hundred, instead of 
five? *? 

“Tt would not be a pleasant mission,” said she, with a 
bitter smile. 

‘‘T suppose not; a ruined man’s wife need not look for 
many ‘pleasant missions,’ as you call them. This same 
one of to-day was not over-gratifying.” 

‘*Less even than you are aware,” said she, slowly. 

‘Oh, I can very well imagine the tone and manner of the 
old fellow; how much of rebuke and severity he could throw 
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into his voice; and how minutely and painstakingly he 
would dwell upon all that could humiliate you.” 

“No; you are quite wrong. There was not a word of 
reproach, not a syllable of blame; his manner was full of 
gentle and pitying kindness, and when he tried to comfort 
and cheer me, it was like the affection of a father.” 

‘*Where, then, was this great trial and suffering of which 
you have just said I could take no full measure?” 

**T was thinking of what occurred before I met Sir Brook,” 
said she, looking up, and with her eyes now widely opened, 
and a nostril distended as she spoke. “I was thinking of 
an incident of the morning. I have told you that when I 
reached the cottage where Sir Brook lived, I found that he 
was absent, and would not return till a late hour. Tired 
with my long walk from the station, I wished to sit down 
and rest before I had determined what to do, whether to 
await his arrival or go back to town. I saw the door open, 
I entered the little sitting-room, and found myself face to 
face with Major Trafford.” 

**Lionel Trafford?” 

‘*Yes; he had come by that morning’s packet from Eng- 
land, and gone straight out to see his friend.” 

‘*He was alone, was he?” 

“ Alone! there was no one in the house but ourselves.” 

Sewell shrugged his shoulders, and said, ‘‘Go on.” 

The insult of his gesture sent the blood to her face and 
forehead, and for an instant she seemed too much overcome 
by anger to speak. 

“Am I to tell you what this man said to me? Is that 
what you mean?” said she, in a voice that almost hissed 
with passion. 

‘*Better not, perhaps,” replied he, calmly, ‘‘if the very 
recollection overcame you so completely.” 

‘*That is to say, it is better I should bear the insult how 
I may than reveal it to one who will not resent it.” 

“When you say resent, do you intend I should call him 
out? — fight him?” 

“Tf T were the husband instead of the wife, it is what I 
should do, — ay,” cried she, wildly, ‘‘and thank Fortune that 
gave me the chance.” 
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“T don’t think I’m going to show any such gratitude,” 
said he, with a cold grin. ‘‘If he made love to you, I take 
it he fancied you had given him some encouragement. 
When you showed him that he was mistaken, he met his 
punishment. A woman always knows how to make a man 
look like a confounded fool at such a moment.” 

“ And is that enough?” 

“Ts what enough?” 

“*T ask, is it enough to make him look like a confounded 
fool? Will that soothe a wife’s insulted pride, or avenge 
a husband’s injured honor?” 

“T don’t know much of the wife’s part; but as to the hus- 
band’s share in the matter, if I had to fight every fellow who 
made up to you, my wedding garment ought to have been a 
suit of chain-armor.” 

“A husband need not fight for his wife’s flirtations; be- 
sides, he can make her give these up if he likes. There are 
insults, however, that a man” —and she said the word with 
a fierce emphasis — ‘tresents with the same instinct that 
makes him defend his life.” 

‘*T know well enough what he ’d say; he ’d say that there 
was nothing serious in it, that he was merely indulging in 
that sort of larking talk one offers to a pretty woman who 
does not seem to dislike it. The chances are he’d turn the 
tables a bit, and say that you rather led him on than re- 
pressed him.” 

“And would these pleas diminish your desire to have his 
heart’s blood?” cried she, wild with passion and indigna- 
tion together. 

‘‘Having his heart’s blood is very fine, if I was sure — 
quite sure—he might not eave mine. The fellow is a 
splendid shot.” 

‘*T thought so. I could have sworn it,” cried she, with a 
taunting laugh. 

“T admit no man my superior with a pistol,” said Sewell, 
stung far more by her laughter than her words; ‘‘but what 
have I to gain if I shoot him? His family would prosecute 
me to a certainty; and it went devilish close with that last 
fellow who was tried at Newgate.” 

‘*Tf you care so little for my honor, sir, Ill show you how 
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cheaply I can regard yours. I will go back to Sir Brook 
to-morrow, and return him his money. I will tell him, 
besides, that I am married to one so hopelessly lost to every 
sentiment and feeling, not merely of the gentleman, but of 
the man, that it is needless to try to help him; and that I 
will accept nothing for him, — not a shilling; that he may 
deal with you on those other matters he spoke of as he 
pleases; that it will be no favor shown me when he spares 
you. ‘There, sir, I leave you now to compute whether a little 
courage would not have served you better than all your 
cunning.” 

“You do not leave this room till you give me that pocket- 
book,” said he, rising, and placing his back to the door. 

‘“‘T foresaw this, sir,” said she, laughing quietly, ‘‘and 
took care to deposit the money in a safe place before I 
came here. You are welcome to every farthing I have about 
me.” 

‘*Your scheme is too glaring, too palpable by half. There 
is a vulgar shamelessness in the way you ‘make your 
book,’ standing to win whichever of us should kill the other. 
T read it at a glance,” said he, as he threw himself into a 
chair; ‘‘but I’ll not help to make you an interesting widow. 
Are you going? Good-night.” 

She moved towards the door, and just as she reached it 
he arose and said, ‘‘On what pretext could I ask this man 
to meet me? What do I charge him with? How could I 
word my note to him?” 

“Let me write it,” said she, with a bitter laugh. ‘‘You 
will only have to copy it.” 

“And if I consent will you do all the rest? Will you go 
to Fossbrooke and ask him foy the increased allowance? ” 

ee L wilk* 

‘*Will you do your best — your very best — to obtain it? 
Will you use all the power and influence you haye over him 
to dissuade him from any act that might injure me? Will 
you get his pledge that he will not molest me in any way?” 

‘*T will promise to do all that I can with him.” 

‘¢ And when must this come off, — this meeting, I mean?” 

“© At once, of course. You ought to leave this by the 
early packet for Bangor. Harding or Vaughan — any one 
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—will go with you. Trafford can follow you by the mid- 
day mail, as your note will have reached him early.” 

‘¢ You seem to have a capital head for these sort of things ; 
you arrange all to perfection,” said he, with a sneer. 

‘¢T had need of it, as I have to think for two;” and the 
sarcasm stung him to the quick. ‘‘I will go to your room 
and write the note. I shall find paper and ink there?” 

‘““Yes; everything. I’ll carry these candles for you;” 
and he arose and preceded her to his study. ‘I wish he 
would not mix old Fossbrooke in the affair. I hope he’ll 
not name him as his friend.” 

‘‘T have already thought of that,” said she, as she sat 
down at the table and began to write. After a few seconds 
she said, ‘** This will do, I think : — 


‘¢¢ Str, —I have just learned from my wife how grossly insulting 
was your conduct towards her yesterday, on the occasion of her call- 
ing at Sir Brook Fossbrooke’s house. The shame and distress in 
which she returned here would fully warrant any chastisement I 
might inflict upon you; but for the sake of the cloth you wear, I 
offer you the alternative which I would extend to a man of honor, 
and desire you will meet me at once with a friend. I shall leave by 
the morning packet for Holyhead, and be found at the chief hotel, 
Bangor, where, waiting your pleasure, I am your obedient servant. 

*¢T hope it is needless to say that my wife’s former guardian, Sir 
B. F., should not be chosen to act for you on this occasion.’ ” 


*¢T don’t think I’d say that about personal chastisement. 
People don’t horsewhip nowadays.” 

‘¢ So much the worse. I would leave it there, however. 
It will insult him like a blow.” 

‘Oh, he’s ready enough, —he’ll not need poking to 
rouse his pluck. Ill say that for him.” 

‘* And yet I half suspect he’ll write some blundering sort 
of apology; some attempt to show that I was mistaken. I 
know — I know it as well as if I saw it— he’ll not fire at 
you.” 

‘¢ What makes you think that?” 

‘¢ He could n’t. It would be impossible for him.” 

‘*T’m not so sure of that. There’s something very pro- 
vocative in the sight of a pistol muzzle staring at one a few 
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paces off. 7d fire at my father if I saw him going to shoot 
at me.” 

‘*T think you would,” said she, dryly. ‘* Sit down and 
copy that note. We must send it by a messenger at 
once.” 

**T don’t think you put it strongly enough about old Foss- 
brooke. I’d have said distinctly, — I object to his acting on 
account of his close and intimate connection with my wife’s 
family.” 

‘*No, no; leave it all as it stands. If we begin to 
change, we shall never have an end of the alterations.” 

‘“*Tf I believed he would not fire at me, I’d not shoot 
him,” said Sewell, biting the end of his pen. 

** He'll not fire the first time; but if you go on to a second 
shot, I’m certain he will aim at you.” 

**T ll try and not give him this chance, then,” said he, 
laughing. ‘* Remember,” added he, ‘‘I’m promising to 
cross the Channel, and I have not a pound in my pocket.” 

*¢ Write that, and Ill go fetch you the money,” said she, 
leaying the room; and, passing out through the hall and the 
front door, she put her arm and hand into a large marble 
vase, several of which stood on the terrace, and drew forth 
the pocket-book which Sir Brook had given her, and which 
she had secretly deposited there as she entered the house. 

‘¢ There, that’s done,” said he, handing her his note as she 
came in. 

‘¢ Put it in an envelope and address it. And now, where 
are you to find Harding, or whoever you mean to take with 
you?” 

‘¢ That ’s easy enough; they ’Il be at supper at the Club by 
this time. I’ll go in at once. But the money?” 

‘Here it is. I have not counted it; he gave me the 
pocket-book as you see.” 

‘¢ There ’s more than he said. There are two hundred and 
eighty-five pounds. He must be in funds.” 

‘“‘Don’t lose time. It is very late already, — nigh two 
o’clock; these men will have left the Club, possibly?” 

‘©No, no; they play on till daybreak. I suppose I’d 
better put my traps in a portmanteau at once, and not 
require to come back here.” 
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*¢T’ll do all that for you.” 

‘‘ How amiable a wife can be at the mere prospect of get- 
ting rid of her husband! ” 

‘¢ You will send me a telegram?” 

‘*¢ Very likely. Good-bye. Adieu.” 

‘ Adieu et bonne chance,” said she, gayly. 

‘*That means a good aim, I suppose,” said he, laughing. 

She nodded pleasantly, kissed her hand to him, and he 
was gone. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 
A MOMENT OF CONFIDENCE. 


Mrs. SEWELL’s maid made two ineffectual efforts to awaken 
her mistress on the following morning, for agitation had 
drugged her like a narcotic, and she slept the dull, heavy 
sleep of one overpowered by opium. ‘‘ Why, Jane, it is nigh 
twelve o'clock,” said she, looking at her watch. ‘‘ Why did 
you let me sleep so late?” 

‘* Indeed, ma’am, I did my best to rouse you. I opened 
the shutters, and I splashed the water into your bath, and 
made noise enough, I’m sure, but you didn’t mind it all; 
and I brought up the doctor to see if there was anything 
the matter with you, and he felt your pulse, and put his 
hand on your heart, and said, No, it was just over- 
fatigue; that you had been sitting up too much of late, 
and hadn’t strength for it.” 

‘¢ Where ’s Colonel Sewell?” asked she, hurriedly. 

‘“¢‘He’s gone off to the country, ma’am; leastways, he 
went away early this morning, and George thinks it was 
to Killaloe.” 

‘‘TIs Dr. Beattie here? ” 

‘¢ Yes, ma’am; they all breakfasted with the children at 
nine o’clock.” 

‘¢ Whom do you mean by all?” 

‘¢Mr. Lendrick, ma’am, and Miss Lucy. I hear as how 
they are coming back to live here. They were up all the 
morning in his Lordship’s room, and there was much 
laughing, as if it was a wedding.” 

‘‘ Whose wedding? What were you saying about a 
wedding? ” 

‘¢ Nothing, ma’am; only that they were as merry, — that’s 
all.” 

‘¢ Sir William must be better, then?” 
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‘¢ Yes, ma’am, — quite out of danger; and he’s to have a 
partridge for dinner, and the doctor says he’ll be downstairs 
and all right before this day week; and I’m sure it will be a 
real pleasure to see him lookin’ like himself again, for he told 
Mr. Cheetor to take them wigs away, and all the pomatum-pots, 
and that he ’d have the shower-bath that he always took long 
ago. It’s a fine day for Mr. Cheetor, for he has given him I 
don’t know how many colored scarfs, and at least a dozen new 
waistcoats, all good as the day they were made; and he says 
he won’t wear anything but black, like long ago; and, indeed, 
some say that old Rives, the butler as was, will be taken back, 
and the house be the way it used to be formerly. I wonder, 
ma’am, if the Colonel will let it be, — they say below stairs 
that he won't.” 

‘¢T’m sure Colonel Sewell cares very little on the subject. 
Do you know if they are going to dine here to-day?” 

‘Yes, ma’am, theyare. Miss Lucy said the butler Was to 
take your orders as to what hour you’d like dinner.” 

‘¢ Considerate, certainly,” said she, with a faint smile. 

‘¢ And I heard Mr. Lendrick say, ‘ I think you’d better go 
up yourself, Lucy, and see Mrs. Sewell, and ask if we incon- 
venience her in any way;’ but the doctor said, ‘ You need 
not; she will be charmed to meet you.’” 

‘¢ He knows me perfectly, Jane,” said she, calmly. ‘‘Is 
Miss Lucy so very handsome? Colonel Sewell called her 
beautiful.” 

‘Indeed, I don’t think so, ma’am. Mr. Cheetor and me 
thought she was too robusteous for a young lady; and she’s 
freckled, too, quite dreadful. The picture of her below in 
the study’s a deal more pretty; but perhaps she was delicate 
in health when it was done.” . 

‘¢That would make a great difference, Jane.” 

‘¢ Yes, ma’am, it always do; every one is much genteeler- 
looking when they ’re poorly. Not but old Mr. Haire said she 
was far more beautiful than ever.” 

*¢ And is he here too?” 

‘“Yes, mvam. It was he that pushed Miss Lucy down 
into the arm-chair, and said, ‘Take your old place there, 
darling, and pour out the tea, and we’ll forget that you 
were ever away at all.’” 
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‘* How pretty and how playful! The poor children must 
have felt themselves quite old in such juvenile company.” 

‘* They was very happy, ma’am. Miss Cary sat in Miss 
Lucy’s lap all the time, and seemed to like her greatly.” 

‘* There’s nothing worse for children than taking them out 
of their daily habits. I’m astonished Mrs. Groves should 
let them go and breakfast below-stairs without orders from 
me.” 

‘¢Tt’s what Miss Lucy said, ma’am. ‘ Are we quite sure 
Mrs. Sewell would like it?’” 

‘¢ She need never have asked the question; or if she did, 
she might have waited for the answer. Mrs. Sewell could ~ 
have told her that she totally disapproved of any one interfer- 
ing with the habits of her children.” 

‘* And then old Mr. Haire said, ‘ Even if she should not 
like it, when she knows all the pleasure it has given us, 
she will forgive it.’” 

‘¢ What a charming disposition I must have, Jane, without 
my knowing it!” 

*¢ Yes, ma’am,” said the girl, with a pursed-up mouth, 
as though she would not trust herself to expatiate on the 
theme. 

‘‘ Did Colonel Sewell take Capper with him?” 

‘¢ No, ma’am; Mr. Capper is below. The Colonel gave 
him a week’s leave, and he’s going a-fishing with some other 
gentlemen down into Wicklow.” 

‘*T suspect, Jane, that you people below-stairs have the 
pleasantest life of all. You have little to trouble you. 
When you take a holiday, you can enjoy it with all your 
hearts.” 

‘“‘The gentlemen does, I believe, ma’am; but we don’t. 
We can’t go a-pleasuring like them; and if it a’n’t a picnic, 
or a thing of the kind that’s arranged for us, we have 
nothing for it but a walk to church and back, or a visit to 
one of our friends.” 

‘“So that you know what it is to be bored!” said she, 
sighing drearily, —‘*I mean to be very tired of life, and 
sick of everything and everybody.” 

‘¢ Not quite so bad as that, ma’am; put out, ma’am, and 
provoked at times, — not in despair, like.” 
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‘¢T wish I was a housemaid.” 

‘¢ A housemaid, ma’am!” cried the girl, in almost horror. 

‘¢ Well, a lady’s-maid. I mean, I’d like a life where my 
heaviest sorrow would be a refused leave to go out, or a 
sharp word or two for an ill-ironed collar. See who is that 
at the door; there’s some one tapping there the last two 
minutes.” 

‘“‘Tt’s Miss Lucy, ma’am; she wants to know if she may 
come in?” 

Mrs. Sewell looked in the glass before which she was 
sitting, and as speedily passed her hands across her brow, 
and by the action seeming to chase away the stern expres- 
sion of her eyes; then, rising up with a face all smiles, she 
rushed to the door and clasped Lucy in her arms, kissing 
her again and again, as she said, ‘‘ I never dreamed of such 
happiness as this; but why didn’t you come and awaken 
me? Why did you rob me of one precious moment of your 
presence? ” 

‘¢T knew how tired and worn-out you were. Grandpapa 
has told me of all your unwearying kindness.” 

‘¢Come over to the light, child, and let me see you well. 
I’m wildly jealous of you, I must own, but Ill try to be 
fair and judge you honestly. My husband says you are the 
loveliest creature he ever saw; and I declare I’m afraid he 
spoke truly. What have you done with your eyes? they are 
far darker than they used to be; and this hair, — you need 
not tell me it’s all your own, child. Gold could not buy it. 
Yes, Jane, you are right, she 7s perfectly beautiful.” 

‘*Oh, do not turn my head with vanity,” said Lucy, 
blushing. 

*¢ T wish I could, —I wish I could do anything to lessen 
any of your fascinations. Do you know it’s very hard — 
very hard indeed —to forgive any one being so beautiful, 
and hardest of all for me to do so?” 

‘¢ Why for you?” said Lucy, anxiously. 

‘Tl tell you another time,” said she, in a half-whisper, 
and with a significant glance at her maid, who, with the 
officiousness of her order, was taking far more than ordinary 
trouble to put things to rights. ‘*There, Jane,” said her 
mistress, at last, ‘¢ all that opening and shutting of drawers 
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is driving me distracted ; leave everything as it is, and let us 
have quiet. Go and fetch me a cup of chocolate.” 

‘* Nothing else, ma’am?” 

‘* Nothing; and ask if there are any letters for me. It’s 
a dreadful house, Lucy, for sending one’s letters astray. 
The Chief used to have scores of little scented notes sent up 
to him that were meant for me, and I used to get masses of 
formal-looking documents that should have gone to him; 
but everything is irregular here. There was no master, and, 
worse, no mistress; but I’ll hope, as they tell me here, that 
there will soon be one.” 

‘¢T don’t know, —I have not heard.” 

‘¢ What a diplomatic damsel it is! Why, child, can’t you 
be frank, and say if you are coming back to live here?” 

‘*T never suspected that I was in question at all; if I had, 
I’d have told you, as I tell you now, there is not the most 
remote probability of such an event. We are going back to 
live at the Nest. Sir Brook has bought it, and made it over 
to papa or myself, —I don’t know which, but it means the 
same in the sense I care for, that we are to be together 
again.” 

*¢ How delightful! I declare, child, my envy of you goes 
on increasing every minute. I never was able to captivate 
any man, old or young, who would buy a beautiful house 
and give it to me. Of all the fortunate creatures I ever 
heard or read of, you are the luckiest.” 

‘¢ Perhaps I am. Indeed I own as much to myself when 
I bethink me how little I have contributed to my own good 
fortune.” 

‘6 And I,” said she, with a heavy sigh, ‘‘ about the most 
unlucky! Isuppose I started in life with almost as fair a 
promise as your own. Not so handsome, I admit. I had 
neither these long lashes nor that wonderful hair, that gives 
you a look of one of those Venetian beauties Giorgione used 
to paint; still less that lovely mouth, which I envy you more 
even than your eyes or your skin; but I was good-looking 
enough to be admired, and I was admired, and some of my 
admirers were very great folk indeed; but I rejected them 
all and married Sewell! I need not tell you what came of 
that. Poor papa foresaw it all. I believe it helped to break 
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his heart; it might have broken mine too, if I happened to 
have one. There, don’t look horrified, darling. I wasn’t 
born without one; but what with vanity and distrust, a 
reckless ambition to make a figure in the world, and a few 
other like good qualities, I made of the heart that ought to 
have been the home of anything that was worthy in my 
nature, a scene of plot and intrigue, till at last I imagine it 
wore itself out, just as people do who have to follow un- 
congenial labor. It was like a lady set down to pick oakum! 
Why don’t you laugh, dear, at my absurd simile?” 

‘¢Because you frighten me,” said Lucy, almost shud- 
dering. 

‘¢T’m certain,” resumed the other, ‘‘ I was very like your- 
self when I was married. I had been very carefully brought 
up, — had excellent governesses, and was trained in all the 
admirable discipline of a well-ordered family. All I knew 
of life was the good side. I saw people at church on Sun- 
days, and fancied that they wore the same tranquil and 
virtuous faces throughout the week. Above all things I 
was trustful and confiding. Colonel Sewell soon uprooted 
such delusions. He believed in nothing nor in any one. If 
he had any theory at all of life, it was that the world con- 
sisted of wolves and lambs, and that one must make an 
early choice which flock he would belong to. I’m ashamed 
to own what a zest it gave to existence to feel that the whole 
thing was a great game in which, by the exercise of skill 
and cleverness, one might be almost sure to win. He soon 
made me as impassioned a gambler as himself, as ready to 
risk anything — everything —on the issue. But I have 
made you quite ill, child, with this dark revelation; you are 
pale as death.” 

‘* No, I am only frightened, — frightened and grieved.” 

‘* Don’t grieve for me,” said the other, haughtily. “There 
is nothing I could n’t more easily forgive than pity. But let 
me turn from my odious self and talk of you. I want you 
to tell me everything about your own fortune, where you 
have been all this time, what seeing and doing, and what is 
the vista in front of you?” 

Lucy gave a full account of Cagliari and their life there, 
narrating how blank their first hopes had been, and what a 
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glorious fortune had crowned them at last. ‘‘I’m afraid to 
say what the mine returns at present; and they say itis a 
mere nothing to what it may yield when improved means of 
working are employed, new shafts sunk, and steam power 
engaged.” 

**Don’t get technical, darling; I’ll take your word for 
Sir Brook’s wealth; only tell me what he means to do with 
it. You know he gambled away one large fortune already, 
and squandered another, nobody knows how. Has he 
gained anything by these experiences to do better with the 
third?” 

‘*T have only heard of his acts of munificence or gener- 
osity,” said Lucy, gravely. 

‘* What a reproachful face to put on, and for so little! ” 
said the other, laughing. ‘* You don’t think that when I 
said he gambled I thought the worse of him.” 

‘* Perhaps not; but you meant that J should.” 

** You are too sharp in your casuistry; but you have been 
living with only men latterly, and the strong-minded race 
always impart some of their hardness to the women who 
associate with them. You’ll have to come down to silly 
creatures like me, Lucy, to regain your softness.” 

‘¢T shall be delighted if you let me keep your company.” 

‘¢We will be sisters, darling, if you will only be frank 
with me.” 

‘*Proye me if you like; ask me anything you will, and 
see if I will not answer you freely.” 

‘¢ Have you told me all your Cagliari life, — all?” 

‘*T think so; all at least that was worth telling.” 

‘*You had a shipwreck on your island, we heard here; 
are such events so frequent that they make slight impres- 
sion?” 

‘¢T was but speaking of ourselves and our fortunes,” said 
Lucy; ‘‘ my narrative was all selfish.” 

‘¢Come,—I never beat about the bush, — tell me one 
thing, — it’s a very abrupt way to ask, but perhaps it’s the 
best way, —are you going to be married?” 

‘¢T don’t know,” said she; and her face and neck became 
crimson in a moment. 

‘¢You don’t know! Do you mean that you’re like one of 
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those young ladies in the foreign convents who are sent for 
to accept a husband whenever the papas and mammas have 
agreed upon the terms?” 

‘¢ Not that; but I mean that I am not sure whether grand- 
papa will give his consent, and without it papa will not 
either.” 

‘¢ And why should not grandpapa say yes? Major Traf- 
ford, — we needn’t talk riddles to each other, — Major 
Trafford has a good position, a good name, and will have a 
good estate; are not these the three gifts the mothers of 
England go in pursuit of?” 

‘¢His family, I suspect, wish him to look higher; at all 
events, they don’t like the idea of an Irish daughter-in-law.” 

‘¢ More fools they! Irish women of the better class are 
more ready to respond to good treatment, and less given to 
resent bad usage, than any I ever met.” 

‘¢Then I have just heard since I came over that Lady 
Trafford has written to grandpapa in a tone of such conde- 
scension and gentle sorrow that it has driven him half crazy. 
Indeed, his continual inference from the letter is, What 
must the son of such a woman be!” 

‘¢' That ’s most unfair!” 

‘¢So they have all told him,— papa, and Beattie, and 
even Mr. Haire, who met Lionel one morning at Beattie’s.” 

‘Perhaps I might be of service here; what a blush, child! 
dear me, you are crimson, far too deep for beauty. How I 
have fluttered the dear little bird! but I’m not going to rob 
its nest, or steal its mate away. All I meant was, that I 
could exactly contribute that sort of worldly testimony to 
the goodness of the match that old people like and ask for. 
You must never talk to them about affections, nor so much 
as allude to tastes or tempers; never expatiate on anything 
that cannot be communicated by parchment, and attested by 
proper witnesses. Whatever is not subject to stamp-duty, 
they set down as mere moonshine.” 

While she thus ran on, Lucy’s thoughts never strayed 
from a certain letter which had once thrown a dark shadow 
over her, and even yet left a gloomy memory behind it. 
The rapidity with which Mrs. Sewell spoke, too, had less the 
air of one carried away by the strong current of. feeling than 


A MOMENT OF CONFIDENCE. UF 


of a speaker who was uttering everything, anything, to 
relieve her own overburdened mind. 

‘You look very grave, Lucy,” went she on. ‘I suspect 
I know what’s passing in that little brain. You are doubt- 
ing if I should be the fittest person to employ on the 
negotiation; come, now, confess it.” 

‘*You have guessed aright,” said Lucy, gravely. 

‘* But all that’s past and over, child. The whole is a mere 
memory now, if evenso much. Men have a trick of think- 
ing, once they have interested a woman on their behalf, that 
the sentiment survives all changes of time and circumstance, 
and that they can come back after years and claim the 
deposit; but it is a great mistake, as He has found by this 
time. But don’t let this make you unhappy, dear; there 
never was less cause for unhappiness. It is just of these 
sort of men the model husbands are made. The male heart 
is a very tough piece of anatomy, and requires a good deal 
of manipulation to make it tender, and, as you will learn one 
day, it is far better all this should be done before marriage 
than after. — Well, Jane, I did begin to think you had 
forgotten about the chocolate. It is about an hour since I 
asked for it.” 

‘¢TIndeed, ma’am, it was Mr. Cheetor’s fault; he was a 
shooting rabbits with another gentleman.” 

‘¢ There, there, spare me Mr. Cheetor’s diversions, and 
fetch me some sugar.” 

‘¢ Mr. Lendrick and another gentleman, ma’am, is below, 
and wants to see Miss Lucy.” 

s¢ A young gentleman, Jane?” asked Mrs. Sewell, while her 
eyes flashed with a sudden fierce brilliancy. 

‘¢ No, ma’am, an old gentleman, with a white beard, very 
tall and stern to look at.” 

‘‘ We don’t care for descriptions of a4 gentlemen, Jane. 
Do we, Lucy? Must you go, darling?” 

‘¢ Yes; papa perhaps wants me.” 

‘¢ Come back to me soon, pet. Now that we have no false 
barriers between us, we can talk in fullest confidence.” 

Lucey hurried away, but no sooner had she reached the 
corridor than she burst into tears. 


CHAPTER XXV. 
THE TELEGRAM. 


WueEn Lucy reached the drawing-room, she found her father 
and Sir Brook deep in conversation in one of the window- 
recesses, and actually unaware of her entrance till she stood 
beside them. 

‘¢No,” cried Lendrick, eagerly; ‘‘I can’t follow these 
men in their knaveries. I don’t see the drift of them, and I 
lose the clew to the whole machinery.” 

‘‘The drift is easy enough to understand,” said Foss- 
brooke. ‘‘A man wants to escape from his embarrass- 
ments, and has little scruple as to the means.” 

‘¢ But the certainty of being found out —” 

‘¢ There is no greater fallacy than that. Do you imagine 
that one-tenth of the cheats that men practise on the world 
are ever brought to light? Or do you fancy that all the 
rogues are in jail, and all the people who are abroad and 
free are honest men? Far from it. Many an inspector 
that comes to taste the prison soup and question the gov- 
ernor, ought to have more than an experimental course of 
the dietary; and many a juryman sits on the case of a 
creature far better and purer than himself. But here comes 
one will give our thoughts a pleasanter channel to run in. 
How well you look, Lucy! Iam glad to see the sunny skies 
of Sardinia have n’t blanched your cheeks.” 

‘*¢ Such a scheme as Sir Brook has discovered! — such an 
ignoble plot against my poor dear father!” said Lendrick. 
*¢ Tell her — tell her the whole of it.” 

In a very few words Sir Brook recounted the story of 
Sewell’s interview with Balfour, and the incident of the 
stolen draft of the Judge’s writing bartered for money. 

‘Tt would have killed my father. The shock would have 
killed him,” said Lendrick. ‘* And it was this man, — this 
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Sewell, —who possessed his entire confidence of late, — 
actually wielded complete influence over him. The whole 
time I sat with my father, he did nothing but quote him, — 
Sewell said so, Sewell told me, or Sewell suspected such 
a thing; and always with some little added comment on his 
keen sharp intellect, his clear views of life, and his consum- 
mate knowledge of men. It was by the picture Sewell drew 
of Lady Trafford that my father was led to derive his 
impression of her letter. Sewell taught him to detect a 
covert impertinence and a sneer where none was intended. 
I read the letter myself, and it was only objectionable on the 
score of its vanity. She thought herself a very great per- 
sonage writing to another great personage.” 

*¢ Just so,” said Fossbrooke. ‘* It was right royal through- 
out. It might have begun ‘ Madame ma seur.’ And as I 
knew something of the writer, I thought it a marvel of deli- 
cacy and discretion.” 

‘* My father, unfortunately, deemed it a piece of intoler- 
able pretension and offensive condescension, and he burned 
to be well enough to reply to it.” 

‘¢ Which is exactly what we must not permit. If they 
once get to a regular interchange of letters, there is nothing 
they will not say to each other. No, no; my plan is the 
best of all. Lionel made a most favorable impression the 
only time Sir William saw him. Beattie shall bring him up 
here again as soon as the Chief can be about: the rest will 
follow naturally. Lucy agrees with me, I see.” 

How Sir Brook knew this is not so easy to say, as Lucy 
had turned her head away persistently all the time he was 
speaking, and still continued in that attitude. 

‘*Tt cannot be to-night, however, and possibly not  to- 
morrow night,” said Fossbrooke, musing; and though Lucy 
turned quickly and eagerly towards him to explain his words, 
he was silent for some minutes, when at length he said, 
‘¢ Lionel started this morning by daybreak, and for England. 
It must have been a sudden thought. He left me a few lines, 
in pencil, which went thus, — ‘ I take the early mail to Holy- 
head, but mean to be back to-morrow, or at farthest the day 
after. No time for more.’” 

‘¢If the space were not brief that he assigns for his 
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absence, I’d say he had certainly gone to see his father,” 
said Lendrick. 

“It’s not at all unlikely that his mother may have 
arranged to meet him in Wales,” said Sir Brook. ‘* She is 
a fussy, meddlesome woman, who likes to be, or to think 
herself, the prime mover in everything. I remember when 
Hugh Trafford —a young fellow at that time — was offered 
a Junior Lordship of the Treasury, it was she who called on 
the Premier, Lord Dornington, to explain why he could not 
accept office. Nothing but great abilities or great vices 
enable a man to rise above the crushing qualities of such a 
wife. Trafford had neither, and the world has always voted 
him a nonentity.” 

‘¢There, Lucy,” said Lendrick, laughing, —‘‘there at 
least is one danger you must avoid in married life.” 

‘‘Lucy needs no teachings of mine,” said Sir Brook. 
‘¢Her own instincts are worth all my experiences twice told. 
But who is this coming up to the door?” 

‘‘Oh, that is Mr. Haire, a dear friend of grandpapa’s.” 
And Luey ran to meet him, returning soon after to the room, 
leaning on his arm. 

Lendrick and Haire were very old friends, and esteemed 
each other sincerely; and though on the one occasion on 
which Sir Brook and Haire had met, Fossbrooke had been 
the object of the Chief’s violence and passion, his dignity 
and good temper had raised him highly in Haire’s estimation, 
and made him glad to meet him again. 

‘¢ You are half surprised to see me under this roof, sir,” 
said Sir Brook, referring to their former meeting; ‘ but 
there are feelings with me stronger than resentments.” 

‘*And when my poor father knows how much he is 
indebted to your generous kindness,” broke in Lendrick, 
‘the will be the first to ask your forgiveness.” 

‘That he will. Of all the men I ever met, he is the 
readiest to redress a wrong he has done,” cried Haire, 
warmly. ‘‘If the world only knew him as I know him! 
But his whole life long he has been trying to make himself 
appear stern and cold-hearted and pitiless, with, all the 
while, a nature overflowing with kindness.” 

‘‘ The man who has attached to himself such a friendship 
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as yours,” said Fossbrooke, warmly, ‘‘ cannot but have good 
qualities.” 

‘* My friendship!” said Haire, blushing deeply; ‘‘ what a 
poor tribute to such a man as he is! Do you know, sir,” 
and here he lowered his voice till it became a confidential 
whisper, — ‘‘ do you know, sir, that since the great days of 
the country, — since the time of Burke, we have had nothing 
to compare with the Chief Baron. Plunkett used to wish he 
had his law, and Bushe envied his scholarship, and Lysaght 
often declared that a collection of Lendrick’s epigrams and 
witty sayings would be the pleasantest reading of the day. 
And such is our public press, that it is for the quality in | 
which he was least eminent they are readiest to praise him. 
You would n’t believe it, sir. They call him a ‘master of 
sarcastic eloquence.’ Why, sir, there was a tenderness in 
him that would not have let him descend to sarcasm. He 
could rebuke, censure, condemn if you will; but his large 
heart had not room for a sneer.” ; 

‘*You well deserve all the love he bears you,” said Len- 
drick, grasping his hand and pressing it affectionately. 

‘*How could I deserve it? Such a man’s friendship is 
above all the merits of one like me. Why, sir, it is honor 
and distinction before the world. I would not barter his 
regard for me to have a seat beside him on the Bench. 
By the way,” added he, cautiously, ‘‘let him not see the 
papers this morning. They are at it again about his retire- 
ment. They say that Lord Wilmington had actually ar- 
ranged the conditions, and that the Chief had consented to 
everything; and now they are beaten. You have heard, | 
suppose, the Ministry are out?” 

‘‘No; were they Whigs?” asked Lendrick, innocently. 

Haire and Fossbrooke laughed heartily at the poor doc- 
tor’s indifference to party, and tried to explain to him 
something of the struggle between rival factions, but his 
mind was full of home events, and had no place for more. 
‘Tell Haire,” said he at last, — ‘‘tell Haire the story of the 
letter of resignation; none so fit as he to break the tale to 
my father.” 

Fossbrooke took from his pocket a piece of paper, and 
handed it to Haire, saying, ‘‘Do you know that hand- 
writing?” 
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““To be sure Ido! It is the Chief’s.” 

‘Does it seem a very formal document?” 

Haire scanned the back of it, and then scrutinized it all 
over for a few seconds. ‘‘Nothing of the kind. It’s the 
sort of thing I have seen him write scores of times. He is 
always throwing off these sketches. I haye seen him write 
the preamble to a fancied Act of Parliament, — a peroration 
to an imaginary speech; and as to farewells to the Bar, I 
think I have a dozen of them, — and one, and not the worst, 
is in doggerel.” 

Though, wherever Haire’s experiences were his guides, 
he could manage to comprehend a question fairly enough, 
yet where these failed him, or wherever the events intro- 
duced into the scene characters at all new or strange, he 
became puzzled at once, and actually lost himself while 
endeavoring to trace out motives for actions, not one of 
which had ever occurred to him to perform. 

Through this inability on his part, Sir Brook was not 
very successful in conveying to him the details of the stolen 
document; nor could Haire be brought to see that the Gov- 
ernment officials were the dupes of Sewell’s artifice as much 
as, or even more than, the Chief himself. 

‘‘T think you must tell the story yourself, Sir Brook; I 
feel I shall make a sad mess of it if you leave it to me,” 
said he, at last; ‘‘and I know, if I began to blunder, he ’d 
overwhelm me with questions how this was so, and why 
that had not been otherwise, till my mind would get into a 
helpless confusion, and he’d send me off in utter despair.” 

“T have no objection whatever, if Sir William will re- 
ceive me. Indeed, Lord Wilmington charged me to make 
the communication in person, if permitted to do so.” 

“T'll say that,” said Haire, in a joyful tone, for already 
he saw a difficulty overcome. ‘‘I’ll say it was at his Ex- 
cellency’s desire you came;” and he hurried away to fulfil 
his mission. He came almost immediately in radiant 
delight. ‘‘He is most eager to see you, Sir Brook; and, just 
as I said, impatient to make you every amende, and ask your 
forgiveness. He looks more like himself than I have seen 
him for many a day.” 

While Sir Brook accompanied Haire to the Judge’s room, 
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Lendrick took his daughter’s arm within his own, saying, 
“Now for a stroll through the wood, Lucy. It has been one 
of my day-dreams this whole year past.” 

Leaving the father and daughter to commune together 
undisturbed, let us turn for a moment to Mrs. Sewell, who, 
with feverish anxiety, continued to watch from her window 
for the arrival of a telegraph messenger. It was already 
two o’clock. The mail-packet for Ireland would have 
reached Holyhead by ten, and there was therefore ample 
time to have heard what had occurred afterwards. 

From the servant who had carried Sewell’s letter to Traf- 
ford, she had learned that Trafford had set out almost imme- 
diately after receiving it; the man heard the order given to 
the coachman to drive to Richmond Barracks. From this 
she gathered he had gone to obtain the assistance of a 
friend. Her first fear was that Trafford, whose courage was 
beyond question, would have refused the meeting, standing 
on the ground that no just cause of quarrel existed. This 
he would certainly have done had he consulted Fossbrooke, 
who would, besides, have seen the part her own desire for 
vengeance played in the whole affair. It was with this 
view that she made Sewell insert the request that Foss- 
brooke might not know of the intended meeting. Her mind, 
therefore, was at rest on two points. Trafford had not re- 
fused the challenge, nor had he spoken of it to Fossbrooke. 

But what had taken place since? that was the question. 
Had they met, and with what result? If she did not dare 
to frame a wish how the event might come off, she held fast 
by the thought that, happen what might, Trafford never 
could marry Lucy Lendrick after sucha meeting. The mere 
exchange of shots would place a whole hemisphere between 
the two families, while the very nature of the accusation 
would be enough to arouse the jealousy and insult the pride 
of such a girl as Lucy. Come, therefore, what might, the 
marriage is at an end. 

If Sewell were to fall! She shuddered to think what the 
world would say of her! One judgment there would be no 
gainsaying. Her husband certainly believed her false, and 
with his jife he paid for the conviction. But would she be 
better off if Trafford were the victim? That would depend 
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on how Sewell behaved. She would be entirely at his 
mercy, — whether he determined to separate from her or not. 
His mercy, seemed a sorry hope to cling to. Hopeless as 
this alternative looked, she never relented, even for an 
instant, as to what she had done; and the thought that Lucy 
should not be Trafford’s wife repaid her for all and every- 
thing. 

While she thus waited in all the feverish torture of sus- 
pense, her mind travelled over innumerable contingencies of 
the case, in every one of which. her own position was one 
of shame and sorrow; and she knew not whether she would 
deem it worse to be regarded as the repentant wife, taken 
back by a forgiving pitying husband, or the woman thrown 
off and deserted! ‘‘I suppose I must accept either of those 
lots, and my only consolation will be my vengeance.” 

‘‘How absurd!” broke she out, ‘‘are they who imagine 
that one only wants to be avenged on those who hate us! 
It is the wrongs done by people who are indifferent to us, 
and who in search of their own objects bestow no thought 
upon us, — these are the ills that cannot be forgiven. I 
never hated a human being —and there have been some 
who have earned my hate — as I hate this girl; and just as 
I feel the injustice of the sentiment, so does it eat deeper 
and deeper into my heart.” 

‘*A despatch, ma’am,” said her maid, as she laid a paper 
on the table and withdrew. Mrs. Sewell clutched it eagerly, 
but her hand trembled so she could not break the envelope. 
To think that her whole fate lay there, within that fold of 
paper, so overcame her that she actually sickened with fear 
as she looked on it. 

‘*Whatever is done, is done,” muttered she, as she broke 
open the cover. There were but two lines; they ran thus: — 


“ HOLYHEAD, 12 o’clock. 


“Have thought better of it. It would be absurd to meet him. I 
start for town at once, and shall be at Boulogne to-morrow. 


“ DUDLEY.” 


She sat pondering over these words till the paper became 
blurred and blotted by her tears as they rolled heavily along 
her cheeks, and dropped with a distinct sound. She was 
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not conscious that she wept. It was not grief that moved 
her; it was the blankness of despair, — the sense of hope- 
lessness that comes over the heart when life no longer offers 
a plan or a project, but presents a weariful road to be tray- 
elled, uncheered and dreary. 

Till she had read these lines it never occurred to her that 
such a line of action was possible. But now that she saw 
them there before her, her whole astonishment was that she 
had not anticipated this conduct on his part. ‘‘I might have 
guessed it; I might have been sure of it,” muttered she. 
‘*The interval was too long; there were twelve mortal hours 
for reflection. Cowards think acutely, —at least, they say 
that in their calculations they embrace more casualties than 
brave men. And so he has ‘ thought better of it,’ —a 
strange phrase. ‘ Absurd to meet him!’ but not absurd to 
run away. How oddly men reason when they are terrified! 
And so my great scheme has failed, all for want of a little 
courage, which I could have supplied, if called on; and now 
comes my hour of defeat, if not worse,—my hour of ex- 
posure. I am not brave enough to confront it. I must 
leave this; but where to go is the question. I suppose 
Boulogne, since it is there I shall join my husband;” and 
she laughed hysterically as she said it. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 
A FAMILY PARTY. 


Wurtz the interview between Sir Brook and the Chief 
Baron lasted, —and it was a long time, —the anxiety of 
those below-stairs was great to know how matters were 
proceeding. Had the two old men, who differed so strongly 
in many respects, found out that there was that in each 
which could command the respect and esteem of the other, 
and had they gained that common ground where it was cer- 
tain there were many things they would agree upon? 

‘‘T should say,” cried Beattie, ‘‘they have become excel- 
lent friends before this. The Chief reads men quickly, and 
Fossbrooke’s nature is written in a fine bold hand, easy to 
read and impossible to mistake.” 

‘There, there,” burst in Haire, —‘‘they are laughing, and 
laughing heartily too. It does me good to hear the Chief’s 
laugh.” 

Lendrick looked gratefully at the old man whose devotion 
was so unvarying. ‘*Here comes Cheetor, — what has he to 
say?” 

‘‘My Lord will dine below-stairs to-day, gentlemen,” 
said the butler; “he hopes you have no engagements which 
will prevent your meeting him at dinner.” 

‘*Tf we had, we ’d soon throw them over,” burst out Haire. 
“This is the pleasantest news I have heard this half-year.” 

‘‘Fossbrooke has done it. I knew he would,” said 
Beattie; ‘‘he’s just the man to suit your father, Tom. 
While the Chief can talk of events, Fossbrooke knows 
people, and they are sure to make capital company for each 
other.” 

‘*There’s another laugh! Oh, if one only could hear him 
now,” said Haire; ‘She must be in prime heart this morning. 
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I wonder if Sir Brook will remember the good things he is 
saying.” 

‘I’m not quite so sure about this notion of dining below- 
stairs,” said Beattie, cautiously; ‘‘he may be over-taxing 
his strength.” 

‘‘Let him alone, Beattie; leave him to himself,” said 
Haire. ‘‘No man ever knew how to make his will his ally 
as he does. He told me so himself. ” 

‘*And in these words?” said Beattie, slyly. 

‘**Yes, in those very words.” 

‘*Why, Haire, you are almost as useful to him as Bozzy 
was to Johnson.” 

Haire only caught the last name, and, thinking it referred 
to a judge on the Irish bench, cried out, ‘‘Don’t compare 
him with Johnston, sir; you might as well liken him to 
me!” 

‘“‘T must go and find Lucy,” said Lendrick. ‘‘Ithink she 
ought to go and show Mrs. Sewell how anxious we all are 
to prove our respect and regard for her in this unhappy 
moment; the poor thing will need it.” 

‘**She has gone away already. She has removed to Lady 
Lendrick’s house in Merrion Square; and I think very 
wisely,” said Beattie. 

‘**There’s some Burgundy below, — Chambertin, I think it 
is, — and Cheetor won’t know where to find it,” said Haire. 
“T’ll go down to the cellar myself; the Chief will be 
charmed to see it on the table.” 

‘*So shall I,” chimed in Beattie. ‘‘It is ten years or more 
since I saw a bottle of it, and I half feared it had been 
finished.” 

“You are wrong,” broke in Haire. ‘‘It will be nineteen 
years on the 10th of June next. I'll tell you the occasion. 
It was when your father, Tom, had given up the Solicitor- 
Generalship, and none of us knew who was going to be 
made Chief Baron. Plunkett was dining here that day, and 
when he tasted the Burgundy he said, ‘ This deserves a toast, 
gentlemen,’ said he. ‘I cannot ask you to drink to the 
health of the Solicitor-General, for I believe there is no 
Solicitor-General; nor can I ask you to pledge the Chief 
Baron of the Exchequer, for I believe there is no Chief 
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Baron; but I can give you a toast about which there can be 
no mistake nor misgiving, —I give you the ornament of the 
Irish Bar.’ I think I hear the cheers yet. The servants 
caught them up, too, in the hall, and the house rang with a 
hip-hurrah till it trembled.” 

‘‘Well done, Bozzy!” said Beattie. ‘I’m glad that my 
want of memory should have recalled so glorious a recol- 
lection.” 

At last Fossbrooke’s heavy tread was heard descending 
the stairs, and they all rushed to the door to meet him. 

“Tt is all right!” cried he. ‘*The Chief Baron has taken 
the whole event in an admirable spirit, and, like a truly 
generous man, he dwells on every proof of regard and 
esteem that has been shown him, and forgets the wrongs 
that others would have done him.” 

‘*The shock, then, did not harm him?” asked Lendrick, 
eagerly. 

“Far from it; he said he felt revived and renovated. 
Yes, Beattie, he told me I had done him more good than all 
your phials. His phrase was, ‘ Your bitters, sir, leave no 
bad flavor behind them.’ I am proud to think I made a 
favorable impression upon him; for he permitted me not 
only to state my own views, but to correct some of his. He 
agrees now to everything. He even went so far as to say 
that he will employ his first half-hour of strength in writing 
to Lady Trafford; and he charges you, Beattie, to invite 
Lionel Trafford to come and pass some days here.” 

‘*Vival” cried Haire; ‘‘this is grand news.” 

‘“He asks, also, if Tom could not come over for the 
wedding, which he trusts may not be long deferred, — as he 
said with a laugh, ‘ At my time of life, Sir Brook, it is 
best to leave as little as possible to Wisi Prius.’ ” 

‘*You must tell me all these again, Sir Brook, or I shall 
inevitably forget them,” whispered Haire in his ear. 

‘**And shall I tell you, Lendrick, what I liked best in all 
I saw of him?” said Sir Brook, as he slipped his arm within 
the other’s, and drew him towards a window. ‘‘It was the 
way he said to me, as I rose to leave the room, ‘ One word 
more, Sir Brook. We are all very happy, and, in conse- 
quence, very selfish. Let us not forget that there is one sad 
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heart here, — that there is one upstairs there who can take 
no part in all this joy. What shall we, what can we, do 
for her?’ I knew whom he meant at once,— poor Mrs. 
Sewell; and I was glad to tell him that I had already 
thought of her. ‘ She will join her husband,’ said I, ‘ and I 
will take care that they have wherewithal to live on.’ 

‘***T must share in whatever you do for her, Sir Brook,’ 
said your father; ‘she has many attractive qualities; she 
has some lovable ones. Who is to say what such a nature 
might not have been, if spared the contamination of such a 
husband?’ 

**T’m afraid I shocked, if I did not actually hurt him, 
by the way I grasped his hands in my gratitude for this 
speech. I know I said, ‘God bless you for those words!’ 
and I hurried out of the room.” 

‘‘Ah, you know him, sir! — you read him aright! And 
how few there are who do it!” cried Haire, warmly. 

The old Judge was too weak to appear in the drawing- 
room; but when the company entered the dining-room, they 
found him seated at the table, and, though pale and wasted, 
with a bright eye and a clear, fresh look. 

‘**T declare,” said he, as they took their places, ‘‘this 
repays one for illness. No, Lucy,— opposite me, my dear. 
Yes, Tom, of course; that is your place,— your old place; ” 
and he smiled benignly as he said it. ‘‘Is there not a place 
too many, Lucy?” 

“Yes, grandpapa. It was for Mrs. Sewell, but she sent 
me a line to say she had promised Lady Lendrick to dine 
with her.” 

The old Chief’s eyes met Fossbrooke’s, and in the glances 
they exchanged there was much meaning. 

**T cannot eat, Sir Brook, till we have had a glass of wine 
together. Beattie may look as reproachfully as he likes, but 
it shall be a bumper. This old room has great traditions,” 
he went on. “Curran and Avonmore and Parsons, and 
others scarce their inferiors, held their tournaments here.” 

‘*T have my doubts if they had a happier party round the 
board than we have to-night,” said Haire. 

‘“We only want Tom,” said Dr. Lendrick. ‘‘If we had 
poor Tom with us, it would be perfect.” 
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“T think I know of another too,” whispered Beattie in 
Lucy’s ear. “Don’t you?” 

“What soft nonsense is Beattie saying, Lucy? It has 
made you blush,” said the Chief. ‘‘It was all my fault, 
child, to have placed you in such bad company. I ought 
to have had you at my side here; but I wanted to look at 
you.” 

Leaving them thus in happy pleasantry and enjoyment, let 
us turn for a moment to a very different scene, —to a 
drawing-room in Merrion Square, where at that same hour 
Lady Lendrick and Mrs. Sewell sat in close conference. 

Mrs. Sewell had related the whole story of the intended 
duel, and its finale, and was now explaining to her mother- 
in-law how impossible it would be for her to continue any 
longer to live under the Chief Baron’s roof, if even — which 
she deemed unlikely — he would still desire it. 

‘He ’ll not turn you out, dear, — of that I am quite cer- 
tain. I suspect I am the only one in the world he would 
treat in that fashion.” 

‘*T must not incur the risk.” 

‘Dear me, have you not been running risks all your life, 
Lucy? Besides, what else have you open to you?” 

‘*Join my husband, I suppose, whenever he sends for me, 
— whenever he says he has a home to receive me.” 

‘*Dudley, I’m certain, will do his best,” said Lady Len- 
drick, stiffly. ‘‘It is not very easy for a poor man to make 
these arrangements ina moment. But, with all his faults, 
and even his mother must own that he has many faults, 
— yet I have never known him to bear malice.” 

‘Certainly, Madam, you are justified in your panegyric 
by his conduct on the present occasion; he has, indeed, dis- 
played a most forgiving nature.” 

‘**You mean by not fighting Trafford, I suppose; but come 
now, Lucy, we are here alone, and can talk freely to each 
other; why should he fight him?” 

“T will not follow you, Lady Lendrick, into that inquiry, 
nor give you any pretext for saying to me what your candor 
is evidently eager for. I will only repeat that the one 
thing I ever knew Colonel Sewell pardon was the outrage 
that no gentleman ever endures.” 
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‘““He fought once before, and was greatly condemned 
for it.” 

‘I suppose you know why, Madam. I take it you have 
no need I should tell you the Agra story, with all its shame- 
ful details?” 

‘*T don’t want to hear it; and if I did I would certainly 
hesitate to listen to it from one so deeply and painfully 
implicated as yourself.” 

“Lady Lendrick, I will have no insinuations,” said she, 
haughtily. ‘*When I came here, it never occurred to me I 
was to be insulted.” 

**Sit down again, Lucy, and don’t be angry with me,” 
said Lady Lendrick, pressing her back into her chair. 
‘*Your position is a very painful one, —let us not make it 
worse by irritation; and to avoid all possibility of this, 
we will not look back at all, but only regard the future.” 

‘*That may be more easy for you to do than for me.” 

‘*Easy or not easy, Lucy, we have no alternative; we 
cannot change the past.” 

‘*No, no, no! I know that, —I know that,” cried she, 
bitterly, as her clasped hands dropped upon her knee. 

**For that reason then, Lucy, forget it, ignore it. I have 
no need to tell you, my dear, that my own life has not 
been a very happy one, and if I venture to give advice, it 
is not without having had my share of sorrows. You say 
you cannot go back to the Priory?” 

‘‘No; that is impossible.” 

‘‘Unpleasant it would certainly be, and all the more so 
with these marriage festivities. The wedding, I suppose, 
will take place there?” 

“*T don’t know; I have not heard;” and she tried to say 
this with an easy indifference. 

““Trafford is disinherited, is he not? — passed over in the 
entail, or something or other?” 

“JT don’t know,” she muttered out; but this time her 
confusion was not to be concealed. 

“‘And will this old man they talk of —this Sir Brook 
somebody — make such a settlement on them as they can 
live on?” 

“‘T know nothing about it at all.” 
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‘“‘T wonder, Lucy dear, it never occurred to you to fasci- 
nate Dives yourself. What nice crumbs these would have 
been for Algy and Cary!” 

“You forget, Madam, what a jealous husband I have!” 
and her eyes now darted a glance of almost wild malignity. 

‘‘Poor Dudley, how many faults we shall find in you if 
we come to discuss you!” 

‘“‘Let us not discuss Colonel Sewell, Madam; it will be 
better for all of us. A thought has just occurred; it was a 
thing I was quite forgetting. May I send one of your ser- 
vants with a note, for which he will wait the answer?” 

‘Certainly. You will find paper and pens there.” 

The note was barely a few lines, and addressed to 
George Kincaid, Esq., Ely Place. ‘‘You are to wait for 
the answer, Richard,” said she, as she gave it to the 
servant. 

‘*Do you expect he will let you have some money, Lucy?” 
asked Lady Lendrick, as she heard the name. 

“No; it was about something else I wrote. I’m quite 
sure he would not have given me money if I asked for 
i 

‘*T wish J could, my dear Lucy; but I am miserably poor. 
Sir William, who was once the very soul of punctuality, has 
grown of late most neglectful. My last quarter is over-due 
two months. I must own all this has taken place since 
Dudley went to live at the Priory. I hear the expenses 
were something fabulous.” 

‘*There was a great deal of waste; a great deal of mock 
splendor and real discomfort.” 

‘Ts it true the wine bill was fifteen hundred pounds for 
the last year?” 

‘*T think I heard it was something to that amount.” 

‘**And four hundred for cigars?” 

‘No; that included pipes, and amber mouthpieces, and 
meerschaums for presents, —it rained presents! ” 

‘‘And did Sir William make no remark or remonstrance 
about this?” 

‘‘T believe not. Irather think I heard that he liked it. 
They persuaded him that all these indiscretions, like his 
new wigs, and his rouge, and his embroidered waistcoats, 
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made him quite juvenile, and that nothing made a man so 
youthful as living beyond his income.” : 

‘*TIt is easy enough to see how I was left in arrear; and 
you, dear, were you forgotten all this while and left with- 
out a shilling?” 

‘**Oh, no; I could make as many debts as I pleased; and 
I pleased to make them, too, as they will discover one of 
these days. JI never asked the price of anything, and 
therefore I enjoyed unlimited credit. If you remark, shop- 
keepers never dun the people who simply say, ‘Send that 
home. — How quickly you did your message, Richard! 
Have you brought an answer? Give it to me at once.” 

She broke open the note with eager impatience, but it 
fell from her fingers as she read it, and she lay back almost 
fainting in her chair. 

‘Are you ill, dear, — are you faint?” asked Lady Len- 
drick. 

“No; I’m quite well again. I was only provoked,— put 
out;” and she stooped and took up the letter. ‘‘I wrote 
to Mr. Kincaid to give me certain papers which were in his 
hands, and which I know Colonel Sewell would wish to 
have in his own keeping, and he writes me this: — 


“ Drar Mapam, —I am sorry that it is not in my power to com- 
ply with the request of your note, inasmuch as the letters referred to 
were this morning handed over to Sir Brook Fossbrooke on his pro- 
ducing an order from Colonel Sewell to that intent. —I am, Madam, 
your most obedient servant, 

“ GEORGE KINCAID.” 


“‘They were letters, then?” 

“Yes, Lady Lendrick, they were letters,” said she, 
dryly, as she arose and walked to the window, to hide an 
agitation she could no longer subdue. After a few minutes 
she turned round and said, ‘‘You will let me stay here 
to-night?” 

“‘Certainly, dear; of course I will.” 

“‘But the children must be sent for, —I can’t suffer them 
to remain there. Will you send for them?” 

‘*Yes; I’ll tell Rose to take the carriage and bring them 
over here.” 
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‘This is very kind of you; I am most grateful. We 
shall not be a burden beyond to-morrow.” 

‘‘What do you mean to do?” 

‘*To join my husband, as I told you awhile ago. Sir 
Brook Fossbrooke made that the condition of his assisting 
us.” 

‘‘What does he call assisting you?” 

‘‘Supporting us, — feeding, housing, clothing us; we 
shall have nothing but what he will give us.” 

‘‘That is very generous, indeed.” 

“Yes; it is generous, —more generous than you dream 
of, for we did not always treat him very well; but that also 
is a bygone, and I’]] not return to it.” 

‘*Come down and have some dinner, — it has been on the 
table this half-hour; it will be nigh cold by this.” 

“Yes; [‘am quite ready. I’d like to eat, too, if+I 
could. What a great resource it is to men in their dark 
hours that they can drink and smoke! I think I could 
do both to-day if I thought they would help me to a little 
insensibility.” 


CHAPTER XXVII. 
PROJECTS. 


TRAFFORD arrived from England on the evening after, and 
hastened off to Howth, where he found Sir Brook deeply 
engaged over the maps and plans of his new estate; for 
already the preliminaries had so far advanced that he could 
count upon it as his own. 

‘*Look here, Trafford,” he cried, ‘‘and see what a noble 
extension we shall give to the old grounds of the Nest. 
The whole of this wood — eleven hundred and seventy acres 
— comes in, and this mountain down to that stream there 
is ours, as well as all these meadow-lands between the 
mountain and the Shannon, — one of the most picturesque 
estates it will be in the kingdom. If I were to have my 
own way, I’d rebuild the house. With such foliage — fine 
old timber much of it — there ’s nothing would look better 
than one of those Venetian villas, those half-castellated 
buildings one sees at the foot of the mountains of Conigli- 
ano; and they are grand spacious places to live in, with 
wide stairs, and great corridors, and terraces everywhere. 
I see, however, Lendrick’s heart clings to his old cottage, 
and we must let him have his way.” 

‘*What is this here?” asked Trafford, drawing out from 
the mass of papers the plan of a very pretty but very dimin- 
utive cottage. 

‘‘That’s to be mine. This window you see here will 
project over the river, and that little terrace will be carried 
on arches all along the river bank. I have designed every- 
thing, even to the furniture. You shall see a model cottage, 
Trafford; not one of those gingerbread things to be shown 
to strangers by ticket on Tuesdays or Saturdays, with a 
care-taker to be tipped, and a book to be scribbled full of 
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vulgar praises of the proprietor, or doggerel ecstasies over 
some day of picnicking. But come and report yourself, 
—where have you been, and what have you done since I 
saw you?” 

‘‘T have a long budget for you. First of all, read that;” 
and he handed Sir Brook Sewell’s letter. 

‘‘What! do you mean to say that you met him?” 

‘‘No; I rejoice to say I have escaped that mischance; 
but you shall hear everything, and in as few words as I can 
tell it. I have already told you of Mrs. Sewell’s visit here, 
and I have not a word to add to that recital. I simply 
would say that I pledge my honor to the strict truth of 
everything I have told you. You may imagine, then, with 
what surprise I was awoke from my sleep to read that note. 
My first impression was to write him a full and explicit 
denial of what he laid to my charge; but as I read the 
letter over a third and even a fourth time, I thought I saw 
that he had written it on some sort of compulsion, — that, 
in fact, he had been instigated to the step, which was one 
he but partly concurred in. I do not like to say more on 
this head.” 

‘*You need not. Go on.” 

‘‘T then deemed that the best thing to do was to let him 
have his shot, after which my explanation would come more 
forcibly; and as I had determined not to fire at him, he 
would be forced to see that he could not persist in his 
quarrel.” 

‘There you mistook your man,” cried Sir Brook, fiercely. 

**T don’t think so; but you shall hear. We must have 
crossed over in the same packet, but we never met. Stan- 
hope, who went with me, thought he saw him on the 
landing-slip at Holyhead, but was not quite sure. At all 
events, we reached the inn at the Head, and had just sat 
down to luncheon, when the waiter brought in this note, 
asking which of us was Major Trafford. Here it is: — 


“Pray accept my excuses for having given you a rough sea pas- 
sage; but, on second thoughts, I have satisfied myself that there is 
no valid reason why I should try to blow your brains out, “et pour 
si peu de chose.” As I can say without any vanity that I ama 
better pistol-shot than you, I have the less hesitation in taking a 


PROJECTS. 237 


step which, as a man of honor and courage, you will certainly not 
misconstrue. With this assurance, and the not less strong convic- 
tion that my conduct will be safely treated in any representation you 
make of this affair, I am your humble and faithful servant, 


“¢ DupLEY SEWELL.’ 


‘IT don’t think I was ever so grateful to any man in the 
world as I felt to him on reading his note, since, let the 
event take what turn it might, it rendered my position with 
the Lendricks a most perilous one. I made Stanhope drink 
his health, which I own he did with a very bad grace, telling 
me at the same time what good luck it was for me that he 
had been my friend on the occasion, for that any man but 
himself would have thought me a regular poltroon. I was 
too happy to care for his sarcasms, such a load had been 
removed from my heart, and such terrible forebodings too. 

“J started almost immediately for Holt, and got there by 
midnight. All were in bed, and my arrival was only known 
when I came down to breakfast. My welcome was all I 
could wish for. My father was looking well, and in great 
spirits. The new Ministry have offered him his choice of 
a Lordship of the Admiralty, or something else — I forget 
what; and just because he has a fine independent fortune 
and loves his ease, he is more than inclined to take office, 
one of his chief reasons being ‘ how useful he could be to 
me.’ J must own to you frankly that the prospect of all 
these new honors to the family rather frightened than flat- 
tered me, for I thought I saw in them the seeds of more 
strenuous opposition to my marriage; but I was greatly re- 
lieved when my mother — who you may remember had been 
all my difficulty hitherto — privately assured me that she had 
brought my father round to her opinion, and that he was 
quite satisfied —I am afraid her word was reconciled, but 
no matter — reconciled to the match. JI could see that you 
must have been frightening her terribly by some menaced 
exposure of the family pretensions, for she said over and 
over again, ‘Why is Sir Brook so angry with me? Can’t 
you manage to put him in better temper with us? Ihave 
scarcely had courage to open his letters of late. I never 
got such lectures in my life.’ And what a horrid memory 
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you seem to have! She says she’d be afraid to see you. 
At all events, you have done me good service. They agree 
to everything; and we are to go on a visit to Holt, — such, 
at least, I believe to be the object of the letter which my 
mother has written to Lucy.” 

‘* All this is excellent news, and we ’ll announce it to-night 
at the Priory. As for the Sewell episode, we must not speak 
of it. The old Judge has at last found out the character of 
the man to whose confidence he committed himself, but his 
pride will prevent his ever mentioning his name.” 

‘‘Ts there any rumor afloat as to the Chief’s advancement 
to the Peerage?” 

‘‘None, — so far as I have heard.” 

“*T’ll tell you why Task. There is an old maiden aunt 
of mine, a sister of my father, who told me, in strictest 
confidence, that my father had brought back from town the 
news that Baron Lendrick was to be created a Peer; that it 
was somewhat of a party move to enable the present people 
to prosecute the charge against the late Government of 
injustice towards the Judge, as well as of a very shameful 
intrigue to obtain his retirement. Now, if the story were 
true, or if my mother believed it to be true, it would per- 
fectly account for her satisfaction with the marriage, and 
for my father’s ‘ resignation’! ” 

‘**T had hoped her consent was given on better grounds, 
but it may be as you say. Since I have turned miner, 
Trafford,” added he, laughing, “I am always well content 
if I discover a grain of silver in a bushel of dross, and let 
us take the world in the same patient way.” 

‘**When do you intend to go to the Priory?” 

“T thought of going this evening. I meant to devote the 
morning to these maps and drawings, so that I might mas- 
ter the details before I should show them to my friends at 
night.” 

‘“*Couldn’t that be deferred? I mean, is there anything 
against your going over at once? I’ll own to you Iam 
very uneasy lest some incorrect version of this affair with 
Sewell should get abroad. Even without any malevolence 
there is plenty of mischief done by mere blundering, and I 
would rather anticipate than follow such disclosures.” 
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“TI perceive,” said Sir Brook, musingly, as with longing 
eyes he looked over the colored plans and charts which 
strewed the table, and had for him all the charm of a 
romance. 

“Then,” resumed Trafford, ‘‘Lucy should have my 
mother’s letter. It might be that she ought to reply to it at 
once.” 

‘**Yes, I perceive,” mused Sir Brook again. 

‘I’m sure, besides, it would be very politic in you to 
keep up the good relations you have so cleverly established 
with the Chief; he holds so much to every show of atten- 
tion, and is so flattered by every mark of polite considera- 
tion for him.” 

‘*And for all these good reasons,” said Sir Brook, slowly, 
**you would say, we should set out at once. Arriving 
there, let us say, for luncheon, and being begged to stay 
and dine, — which we certainly should, — we might remain 
till, not impossibly, midnight.” 

Perhaps it was the pleasure of such a prospect sent the 
blood to Trafford’s face, for he blushed very deeply as he 
said, “I don’t think, sir, I have much fault to find with 
your arrangement.” 

**And yet the real reason for the plan remains unstated,” 
said Fossbrooke, looking him steadfastly in the face, ‘‘so 
true is what the Spanish proverb says, ‘ Love has more 
perfidies than war.’ Why not frankly say you are impatient 
to see your sweetheart, sir? I would to Heaven the case 
were my own, and I’d not be afraid nor ashamed to avow 
it; but I yield to the plea, and let us be off there at once.” 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 
THE END OF ALL. 


Tue following paragraph appeared in the Irish, and was 
speedily copied into some of the English papers: ‘‘An in- 
trigue, which involves the character of more than one indi- 
vidual of rank, and whose object was to compel the Chief 
Baron of her Majesty’s Exchequer in Ireland to resign his 
seat on the Bench, has at length been discovered, and, it is 
said, will soon be made matter of Parliamentary explana- 
tion. We hope, for the reputation of our public men, that 
the details which have reached us of the transaction may 
not be substantiated; but the matter is one which demands, 
and must have, the fullest and most searching inquiry.” 

‘So, sir,” said the old Chief to Haire, who had read this 
passage to him aloud as they sat at breakfast, “they would 
make political capital of my case, and, without any thought 
for me or for my feelings, convert. the conduct displayed 
towards me into a means of attacking a fallen party. What 
says Sir Brook Fossbrooke to this? or how would he act 
were he in my place?” 

‘‘Just as you mean to act now,” said Fossbrooke, 
promptly. 

**And how may that be, sir?” 

“By refusing all assistance to such party wartare; at 
least, my Lord Chief Baron, it is thus that I read your 
character.” 

“You do me justice, sir; and it is my misfortune that I 
have not earlier had the inestimable benefit of your friend- 
ship. J trust,” added he, haughtily, ‘‘I have too much 
pride to be made the mere tool of a party squabble; and, 
fortunately, I have the means to show this. Here, sir, is a 
letter I have just received from the Prime Minister. Read 
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it, — read it aloud, Haire and my son will like to hear its 
contents also.” 
“Downine STREET, Tuesday evening. 
“My pear Lorp Cuter Baron, — It is with much pleasure I 
have to communicate to you that my colleagues unanimously agree 
with me in the propriety of submitting your name to the Queen for 
the Peerage. Your long and distinguished services and your great 
abilities will confer honor on any station ; and your high character 
will give additional lustre to those qualities which have marked you 
out for her Majesty’s choice. I am both proud and delighted, my 
Lord, that it has fallen to my lot to be the bearer of these tidings to 
you; and with every assurance of my great respect and esteem, I 
am, most sincerely yours, 
“ ELLERTON.” 


‘“*At last,” cried Haire, —‘‘at last! But I always knew 
that it would come.” 

‘*And what answer have you returned?” cried Lendrick, 
eagerly. 

‘*Such an answer as will gladden your heart, Tom. I 
have declined the proffered distinction.” 

‘Declined it! Great God! and why?” cried Haire. 

‘*Because I have passed that period in which I could 
accommodate myself to a new station, and show the world 
that I was not inferior to my acquired dignity. This for 
my first reason; and for my second, I have a son whose 
humility would only be afflicted if such greatness were 
forced upon him. Ay, Tom, I have thought of all it would 
cost you, my poor fellow, and I have spared you.” 

‘**T thank you with my whole heart,” cried Lendrick, and 
he pressed the old man’s hand to his lips. 

‘‘And what says Lucy?” said the Judge. ‘Are you 
shocked at this epidemic of humility amongst us, child? 
Or does your woman’s heart rebel against all our craven 
fears about a higher station?” 

‘‘T am content, sir; and I don’t think Tom, the miner, 
will fret that he wears a leather cap instead of a coronet.” 

‘*T have no patience with any of you,” muttered Haire. 
“The world will never believe you have refused such a 
splendid offer. The correspondence will not get abroad.” 

“*T trust it will not, sir,” said the Chief. ‘‘What I have 
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done I have done with regard to myself and my own cir-. 
cumstances, neither meaning to be an example nor a warn- 
ing. The world has no more concern with the matter than 
with what we shall have for dinner to-day.” 

“And yet,” said Sir Brook, with a dry ripple at the angle 
of his mouth, ‘‘I think it is a case where one might forgive 
the indiscreet friend” — here he glanced at Haire — ‘‘who 
incautiously gave the details to a newspaper.” 

“Tndiscreet or not, I’1l do it,” said Haire, resolutely. 

‘‘What, sir!” cried the Chief, with mock sternness of 
eye and manner, — ‘‘what, sir! if I even forbade you?” 

‘‘Ay, even so. If you told me you’d shut your door 
against me, and never see me here again, I'd do it.” 

‘‘Took at that man, Sir Brook,” said the Judge, with well- 
feigned indignation; “he was my schoolfellow, my chum in 
college, my colleague at the Bar, and my friend everywhere, 
and see how he turns on me in my hour of adversity!” 

‘“‘Tf there be adversity, it is of your own making,” said 
Haire. ‘‘It is that you won’t accept the prize when you 
have won it.” 

“T see it all now,” cried the Chief, laughing, “and stupid 
enough of me not to see it before. Haire has been a bully 
all his life; he is the very terror of the Hall; he has bullied 
sergeants and silk gowns, judges and masters in equity, 
and his heart is set upon bullying a peer of the realm. 
Now, if I will not become a lord, he loses this chance; he 
stands to win or lose on me. Out with it, Haire; make a 
clean confession, and own, have I not hit the blot?” 

‘“*Well,” said Haire, with a sigh, ‘‘I have been called sly, 
sarcastic, witty, and what not, but I never thought to hear 
that I was a bully, or could be a terror to any one.” 

The comic earnestness of this speech threw them all into a 
roar of laughing, in which even Haire himself joined at last. 

‘‘Where is Lucy?” cried the old Judge. “I want her to 
testify how this man has tyrannized over me.” 

‘“‘Lucy has gone into the garden to read a letter Trafford 
brought her.” Sir Brook did not add that Trafford had gone 
with her to assist in the interpretation. 

‘“Thave told Lord Ellerton,” said the Chief, referring once 
more to the Minister’s letter, ‘‘that I will not lend myself 
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in any way to the attack on the late Government. The 
intrigue which they planned towards me could not have 
ever succeeded if they had not found a traitor in the garri- 
son; but of him I will speak no more. The old Greek 
adage was, ‘ Call no man happy till he dies.’ I would say, 
he is nearer happiness when he has refused some object that 
has been the goal of all his life, than he is ever like to be 
under other circumstances.” 

Tom looked at his father with wistful eyes, as though he 
owed him gratitude for the speech. 

‘“When it is the second horse claims the cup, Haire,” 
cried the old Judge, with a burst of his instinctive vanity, 
‘it is because the first is disqualified by previous victories. 
And now let us talk of those whose happiness can be pro- 
moted without the intrigues of a Cabinet or a debate in the 
House. Sir Brook tells me that Lady Trafford has made 
her submission. She is at last willing to see that in an alli- 
ance with us there is no need to call condescension to her 
aid.” 

‘*Trafford’s account is most satisfactory,” said Foss- 
brooke, ‘‘and I trust the letter of which he was the bearer 
from his mother will amply corroborate all he says.” 

‘‘T like the young man,” said the Judge, with that sort 
of authoritative tone that seems to say, The cause is de- 
cided, — the verdict is given. 

“There ’s always good stuff in a fellow when he is not 
afraid of poverty,” said Fossbrooke. ‘*There are scores of 
men will rough it for a sporting tour on the Prairies or a 
three months’ lion-shooting on the Gaboon; but let me see 
the fellow bred to affluence and accustomed to luxury, who 
will relinquish both, and address himself to the hard work 
of life rather than give up the affection of a girl he loves. 
That ’s the man for me.” 

‘“‘T have great trust in him,” said Lendrick, thoughtfully. 

‘All the Bench has pronounced but one,” cried the Chief. 
‘*What says our brother Haire?” 

“*T’m no great judge of men. I’m no great judge of any- 
thing,” muttered Haire; ‘‘but I don’t think one need be a 
sphinx to read that he is a right good fellow, and worthy of 
the dearest girl in Christendom.” 
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‘‘Well summed up, sir; and now call in the prisoner.” 

Fossbrooke slipped from the room, but was speedily back 
again. ‘‘His sentence has been already pronounced outside, 
my Lord, and he only begs for a speedy execution.” 

‘Tt is always more merciful,” said the Chief, with mock 
solemnity; ‘‘but could we not have Tom over here? I 
want to have you all around me.” 

‘““T’]l telegraph to him to come,” said Fossbrooke. ‘‘I 
was thinking of it all the morning.” 

About three weeks after this, Chief Baron Lendrick 
opened the Commission at Limerick, and received from the 
grand jury of the county a most complimentary address on 
his reappearance upon the Bench, to which he made a suit- 
able and dignified reply. Even the newspapers which had 
so often censured the tenacity with which he held to office, | 
and inveighed against the spectacle of an old and feeble 
man in the discharge of laborious and severe duties, were 
now obliged to own that his speech was vigorous and elo- 
quent; and though allusion had been faintly made in the 
address to the high honor to which the Crown had desired 
to advance him and the splendid reward which was placed 
within his reach, yet, with a marked delicacy, had he for- 
borne from any reference to this passage other than his 
thankfulness at being so far restored to health that he could 
come back again to those functions, the discharge of which 
formed the pride and the happiness of his life. 

‘*Never,” said the journal which was once his most bitter 
opponent, ‘thas the Chief Baron exhibited his unquestionable 
powers of thought and expression more favorably than on 
this occasion. There were no artifices of rhetoric, no tricks 
of phrase, none of those conceits by which so often he used 
to mar the wisdom of his very finest displays; he was natural 
for once, and they who listened to him might well have re- 
gretted that it was not in this mood he had always spoken. 
Si sic omnia, — and the press had never registered his de- 
fects nor railed at his vanities. 

“The celebrated Sir Brook Fossbrooke, so notorious in 
the palmy days of the Regency, sat on the Bench beside his 
Lordship, and received a very flattering share of the cheers 
which greeted the party as they drove away to Killaloe, to 
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be present at the wedding of Miss Lendrick, which takes 
place to-morrow.” 


Much-valued reader, has it ever occurred to you, towards 
the close of a long, possibly not very interesting discourse, 
to experience a sort of irreverent impatience when the 
preacher, appearing to take what rowing men call ‘‘second 
wind,” starts off afresh, and seems to threaten you with fully 
the equal of what he has already given? At such a moment 
it is far from unlikely that all the best teachings of that 
sermon are not producing upon you their full effect of edifi- 
cation, and that, even as you sat, you meditated ignoble 
thoughts of stealing away. 

Iam far from desiring to expose either you or myself to 
this painful position. I want to part good friends with 
you; and if there may have been anything in my discourse 
worth carrying away, I would not willingly associate it with 
weariness at the last. And yet I am very loath to say 
good-bye. Authors are, par excellence, button-holders, and 
they cannot relinquish their grasp on the victim whose lapel 
they have caught. Now I would like to tell you of that 
wedding at the Swan’s Nest. You'd read it if in the 
“Morning Post,” but I’m afraid you’d skip it from me. 
I’d like to recount the events of that breakfast, the present 
Sir Brook made the bride, and the charming little speech 
with which the Chief proposed her health. I’d like to de- 
scribe to you the uproar and joyous confusion when Tom, 
whose costume bore little trace of a wedding garment, fought 
his way through the servants into the breakfast-room. 

And I’d like to grow moral and descriptive, and a bit 
pathetic perbaps, over the parting between Lucy and her 
father; and, last of all, I1’d like to add a few words about 
him who gives his name to this story, and tell how he set off 
once more on his wanderings, no one well knowing whither 
bent, but how, on reaching Boulogne, he saw from the 
steamer’s deck, as he landed, the portly figure of Lady Len- 
drick walking beside her beautiful daughter-in-law, Sewell 
bringing up the rear, with a little child holding his hand 
on either side, — a sweet picture, combining, to Boulogne 
appreciation, the united charm of fashion, beauty, and 
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domestic felicity; and finally, how, stealing by back streets 
to the hotel where these people stopped, he deposited to their 
address a somewhat weighty packet, which made them all 
very happy, or at least very merry, that evening as they 
opened it and induced Sewell to order a bottle of Cliquot, if 
not, as he said, ‘‘to drink the old buck’s health,” at least to 
wish him many returns of the same good dispositions of 
that morning. 

If, however, you are disposed to accept the will for the 
deed, I need say no more. They who have deserved some 
share of happiness in this tale are likely to have it. They 
who have little merited will have to meet a worid which, 
neither over cruel nor over generous, has a rough justice that 
generally gives people their deserts. 


THE END. 
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TO MY CHILDREN. 


——__@ 


My DEAR CuILpREN, — There are few things less likely than 
that it will ever be your lot to exercise any of the rights or privi- 
leges of landed property. It may chance, however, that even in 


your humble sphere, there may be those who shall look up to you 


for support, and be, in some wise, dependent on your will; if so, 
pray let this little story have its lesson in your hearts, — think that 
when I wrote it, I desired to inculcate the truth, that prosperity has 
as many duties as adversity has sorrows; that those to whom Provi- 
dence has accorded many blessings are but the stewards of His 
bounty to the poor; and that the neglect of an obligation so sacred 
as this charity is a grievous wrong, and may be the origin of evils 
for which all your efforts to do good through life will be but a poor 


atonement. 
Your affectionate father, 


CHARLES LEVER. 
TeMPLEOGUE, March 1, 1845. 
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Ir was on the 16th of March, the eve of St. Patrick, not 
quite twenty years ago, that a little village on the bank of 
Lough Corrib was celebrating in its annual fair ‘‘ the holy 
times,” devoting one day to every species of enjoyment 
and pleasure, and on the next, by practising prayers and 
penance of various kinds, as it were to prepare their minds 
to resume their worldly duties in a frame of thought more 
seemly and becoming. 

If a great and wealthy man might smile at the humble 
preparations for pleasure displayed on this occasion, he 
could scarcely scoff at the scene which surrounded them. 
The wide valley, encircled by lofty mountains, whose swell- 
ing outlines were tracked against the blue sky, or mingled 
gracefully with clouds, whose forms were little less fantas- 
tic and wild. The broad lake, stretching away into the 
distance, and either lost among the mountain passes, or 
contracting as it approached the ancient city of Galway: 
a few, and but very few, islands marked its surface, and 
these rugged and rocky; on one alone a human trace was 
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seen, —the ruins of an ancient church: it was a mere 
gable now, but you could still track out the humble limits 
it had occupied, — scarce space sufficient for twenty per- 
sons; such were once, doubtless, the full number of con- 
verts to the faith who frequented there. There was a wild 
and savage grandeur in the whole: the very aspect of the 
mountains proclaimed desolation, and seemed to frown de- 
fiance at the efforts of man to subdue them to his use; 
and even the herds of wild cattle seemed to stray with 
caution among the cliffs and precipices of this dreary 
region. Lower down, however, and as if in compensation 
of the infertile tract above, the valley was marked by patches 
of tillage and grassland, and studded with cottages; which, 
if presenting at a nearer inspection indubitable signs of 
poverty, yet to the distant eye bespoke something of ru- 
ral comfort, nestling as they often did beneath some large 
rock, and sheltered by the great turf-stack, which even 
the poorest possessed. Many streams wound their course 
through this valley; along whose borders, amid a pasture 
brighter than the emerald, the cattle grazed, and there, 
from time to time, some peasant child sat fishing as he 
watched the herd. 

Shut in by lake and mountain, this seemed a little spot 
apart from all the world; and so, indeed, its inhabitants 
found it. They were a poor but not unhappy race of 
people, whose humble lives had taught them nothing of 
the comforts and pleasures of richer communities. Poverty 
had, from habit, no terrors for them; short of actual want, 
they never felt its pressure heavily. 

Such were they who now were assembled to celebrate the 
festival of their patron saint. It was drawing towards even- 
ing; the sun was already low, and the red glare that shone 
from behind the mountains showed that he was near his set- 
ting. The business of the fair was almost concluded ; the little 
traffic so remote a region could supply, the barter of a few 
sheep, the sale of a heifer, a mountain pony, ora flock of goats, 
had all passed off, and now the pleasures of the occasion were 
about to succeed. The votaries to amusement, as if annoyed at 
the protracted dealings of the more worldly-minded, were some- 
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whatrudely driving away the cattle that still continued to linger 
about; and pigs and poultry were beginning to discover that 


they were merely 
intruders. The canvas 
booths, erected as shelter 

against the night-air, were 
becoming crowded with visi- 

tors; and from more than 
one of the 
number the 
pleasant 

sounds 


of the bagpipe might now be heard, accompanied by the dull 
shuffling tramp of heavily shod feet. 
Various shows and exhibitions were also in preparation, 
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and singular announcements were made by gentlemen in a 
mingled costume of Turk and Thimble-rigger, of ‘* wonder- 
ful calves with two heads;” ‘ six-legged pigs;” and an 
‘‘ infant of two years old that could drink a quart of spirits 
at a draught, if a respectable company were assembled 
to witness it,’—a feat which, for the honor of young 
Ireland, it should be added, was ever postponed from a 
deficiency in the annexed condition. Then there were 
‘restaurants’ on a scale of the most primitive simplicity, 
where boiled beef, or ‘‘ spoleen,” was sold from a huge pot, 
suspended over a fire in the open air, and which was invari- 
ably surrounded by a gourmand party of both sexes; gin- 
gerbread and cakes of every fashion and every degree of 
indigestion also abounded; while jugs and kegs flanked the 
entrance to each tent, reeking with a most unmistakable 
odor of that prime promoter of native drollery and fun, — 
poteen. All was stir, movement, and bustle; old friends, 
separated since the last occasion of a similar festivity, were 
embracing cordially, the men kissing with an affectionate 
warmth no German ever equalled; pledges of love and 
friendship were taken in brimming glasses by many, who 
were perhaps to renew the opportunity for such testimonies 
hereafter, by a fight that very evening; contracts ratified 
by whiskey, until that moment not deemed binding; and 
courtships, prosecuted with hopes which the whole year 
previous had never suggested; kind speeches and words of 
welcome went round; while here and there some closely 
gathered heads and scowling glances gave token that other 
scores were to be acquitted on that night than merely those 
of commerce; and in the firmly knitted brow and more 
firmly grasped blackthorn a practised observer could foresee 
that some heads were to carry away deeper marks of that 
meeting than simple memory can impress;—and thus, in 
this wild sequestered spot, human passions were as rife as 
in the most busy communities of pampered civilization. 
Love, hate, and hope, charity, fear, forgiveness, and malice ; 
long-smouldering revenge, long-subdued affection; hearts 
pining beneath daily drudgery, suddenly awakened to a 
burst of pleasure and a renewal of happiness in the sight 
of old friends, for many a day lost sight of; words of good 
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cheer, half mutterings of menace; the whispered syllables 
of love, the deeply uttered tones of vengeance ; and amid 
all, the careless reckless glee of those who appeared to feel 
the hour one snatched from the grasp of misery and devoted 
to the very abandonment of pleasure. It seemed in vain 
that want and poverty had shed their chilling influence over 
hearts like these. The snow-drift and the storm might 
penetrate their frail dwellings; the winter might blast, the 
hurricane might scatter their humble hoardings; but still 
the bold high-beating spirit that lived within beamed on 
throughout every trial; and now, in the hour of long-sought 
enjoyment, blazed forth in a flame of joy that was all but 
frantic. 

The step that but yesterday fell wearily upon the ground, 
now smote the earth with a proud beat, that told of man- 
hood’s daring ; the voices were high, the eyes were flashing ; 
long pent-up emotions of every shade and complexion were 
there; and it seemed a season where none should wear dis- 
guise, but stand forth in all the fearlessness of avowed 
resolve; and in the heart-home looks of love, as well as in 
the fiery glances of hatred, none practised concealment. 
Here went one with his arm round his sweetheart’s waist, — 
an evidence of accepted affection none dared even to stare 
at; there went another, the skirt of his long loose coat 
thrown over his arm, in whose hand a stick was brandished, 
— his gesture, even without his wild hurroo! an open dec- 
laration of battle, a challenge to all who liked it. Mothers 
were met in close conclave, interchanging family secrets and 
cares; and daughters half conscious of the parts they them- 
selves were playing in the converse, passed looks of sly 
intelligence to each other. And beggars were there too, — 
beggars of a class which even the eastern Dervish can 
scarcely vie with: cripples brought many a mile away from 
their mountain-homes to extort charity by exhibitions of 
dreadful deformity; the halt, the blind, the muttering idiot, 
the moping melancholy mad, mixed up with strange and 
motley figures in patched uniforms and rags, — some amus- 
ing the crowd by their drolleries, some singing a popular 
ballad of the time, — while through all, at every turn and 
every corner, one huge fellow, without legs, rode upon an 
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ass, his wide chest ornamented by a picture of himself, and 
a paragraph setting forth his infirmities. He, with a voice 
deeper than a bassoon, bellowed forth his prayer for alms, 
and seemed to monopolize far more than his proportion of 
charity, doubtless owing to the more artistic development 
to which he had brought his profession: ‘* De prayers of 
de holy Joseph be an yez, and relieve de maimed ; de prayers 
and blessin’s of all de saints on dem that assists de suf- 
ferin’!’”’ And there were pilgrims, some with heads vener- 
able enough for the canvas of an old master, with flowing 
beards, and relics hung round their necks, objects of worship 
which failed not to create sentiments of devotion in the 
passers-by. But among these many sights and sounds, 
each calculated to appeal to different classes and ages of 
the motley mass, one object appeared to engross a more 
than ordinary share of attention ; and although certainly not 
of a nature to draw marked notice elsewhere, was here sufli- 
ciently strange and uncommon to become actually a spectacle. 
This was neither more nor less than an English groom, who, 
mounted upon a thoroughbred horse, led another by the 
bridle, and slowly paraded backwards and forwards, in 
attendance on his master. 

‘¢Them’s the iligant bastes, Darby,” said one of the 
bystanders, as the horses moved past. ‘A finer pair than 
that I never seen.” 

‘‘ They ’re beauties, and no denying it,” said the other; 
‘¢and they ’ve skins like a looking-glass.”’ 

‘* Arrah, botheration t’ yez! what are ye saying about 
their skins?” cried a third, whose dress and manner be- 
tokened one of the rank of asmall farmer. ‘‘’T is the 
breeding that’s in’em; that’s the raal beauty. Only look 
at their pasterns; and see how fine they run off over the 
quarter.” 

‘* Which is the best now, Phil?” said another, addressing 
the last speaker with a tone of some deference. 

‘*'The gray horse is worth two of the dark chestnut,” 
replied Phil, oracularly. 

‘* Is he, then?” cried two or three, ina breath. ‘+ Why is 
that, Phil?” 

‘*Can’t you perceive the signs of blood about the ears? 
They ‘re long, and coming to a point —” 
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‘You ’re wrong this time, my friend,” said a sharp voice, 
with an accent which in Ireland would be called English. 
‘* You may be an excellent judge of an ass, but the horse 
you speak of as the best is not worth a fourth part of the 
value of the other.” And so saying, a young and handsome 
man, attired in a riding-costume, brushed somewhat rudely 
through the crowd, and, seizing the rein of the led horse, 
vaulted lightly into the saddle and rode off, leaving Phil to 


the mockery and laughter of the crowd, whose reverence for 
the opinion of a gentleman was only beneath that they 
accorded to the priest himself. 


‘¢ Paix, ye got it there, Phil!” ‘‘’T is down on ye he 
was that time!” ‘‘ Musha, but ye may well get red in the 
face } 7" 


Such and such-like were the comments on one who but 
a moment before was rather a popular candidate for public 
honors. 
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‘¢ Who is he, then, at all?” said one among the rest, and 
who had come up too late to witness the scene. 

‘Tis the young Mr. Leslie, the landlord’s son, that’s 
come over to fish the lakes,” replied an old man, reverentially. 

‘¢ Begorra, he’s no landlord of mine, anyhow,” said Phil, 
now speaking for the first time. ‘‘I hould under Mister 
Martin, and his family was here before the Leslies was heard 
of.” These words were said with a certain air of defiance, 
and a turn of the head around him, as though to imply that 
if any one would gainsay the opinion, he was ready to stand 
by and maintain it. Happily for the peace of the particular 
moment, the crowd were nearly all Martins, and so a simple 
buzz of approbation followed this announcement. Nor did 
their attention dwell much longer on the matter, as most 
were already occupied in watching the progress of the young 
man, who at a fast swinging gallop had taken to the fields 
beside the lake, and was now seen flying in succession over 
each dike and wall before him, followed by his groom. 
The Irish passion for feats of horsemanship made this the 
most fascinating attraction of the fair; and already opinions 
ran high among the crowd that it was a race between the 
two horses, and more than one maintained that ‘‘ the little 
chap with the belt” was the better horseman of the two. 
At last, having made a wide circuit of the village and the 
green, the riders were seen slowly moving down, as if return- 
ing to the fair. 

There is no country where manly sports and daring exer- 
cises are held in higher repute than Ireland. The chivalry 
that has died out in richer lands still reigns there; and the 
full meed of approbation will ever be his who can combine 
address and courage before an Irish crowd. It is needless 
to say, then, that many a word of praise and commendation 
was bestowed on young Leslie. His handsome features, 
his slight but well-formed figure, every particular of his 
dress and gesture, had found an advocate and an admirer ; 
and while some were lavish in their epithets on the perfection 
of his horsemanship, others who had seen him on foot as- 
serted ‘‘ that it was then he looked well entirely.” There 
is a kind of epidemic character pertaining to praise. The 
snow-ball gathers not faster by rolling than do the words of 
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eulogy and approbation; and so now many recited little 
anecdotes of the youth’s father, to show that he was a very 
pattern of landlords and country gentlemen, and had only 
one fault in life, — that he never lived among his tenantry. 

‘Tis the first time I ever set eyes on him,” cried one, 
‘‘and I hould my little place under him twenty-three years 
come Michaelmas.” 

‘¢ See now then, Barney,” cried another, ‘‘I’d rather have 


a hard man that would stay here among us than the finest 
landlord ever was seen that would be away from us. And 
what’s the use of compassion and pity when the say would 
be between us? ’T is the agent we have to look to.” 

‘ Agent! ’Tis wishing them, I am, the same agents! 
Them’s the boys has no marcy for a poor man; I’m tould 
now, ”’—and here the speaker assumed a tone of oracular 
seriousness that drew several listeners towards him, — ‘*‘ I’m 
tould now, the agents get a guinea for every man, woman, 
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and child they turn out of a houldin’.” A low murmur of 
indignant anger ran through the group, not one of whom 
ventured to disbelieve a testimony thus accredited. 

*¢ And sure when the landlords does come, divil a bit they 
know about us, —no more nor if we were in Swayden; 
didn’t I hear the ould gentleman down there last summer, 
pitying the people for the distress? ‘Ah,’ says he, ‘it’s a 
hard sayson ye have, and obliged to tear the flax out of the 
ground, and it not long enough to cut!’” 

A ready burst of laughter followed this anecdote, and 
many similar stories were recounted in corroboration of the 
opinion. 

‘¢That’s the girl takes the shine out of the fair,” said one 
of the younger men of the party, touching another by the 
arm, and pointing to a tall young girl, who, with features 
as straight and regular as a classic model, moved slowly 
past. She did not wear the scarlet cloak of the peasantry, 
but a large one of dark blue, lined with silk of the same 
color; a profusion of brown hair, dark and glossy, was 
braided on each side of her face, and turned up at the back 
of the head with the grace of an antique cameo. She seemed 
not more than nineteen years of age, and in the gaze of 
astonishment and pleasure she threw around her, it might be 
seen how new such scenes and sights were to her. 

‘*'That’s Phil Joyce’s sister, and a-crooked disciple of a 
brother she has,” said the other; ‘‘sorra bit if he’d ever 
let her come to the ‘ pattern’ afore to-day; and she’s the 
raal ornament of the place now she’s in it.” 

‘* Just mind Phil, will ye! Watch him now; see the 
frown he’s giving the boys as they go by, for looking at his 
sister. I would n’t coort a girl that I could n’t look in the 
face and see what was in it, av she owned Ballinahinch 
Castle,” said the former. 

‘*'There now; what is he at now?” whispered the other. 
‘*He’s left her in the tent there; and look at him, the way 
he’s talking to ould Bill; he’s telling him something about 
a fight; never mind me agin, but there ’ll be ‘wigs on the 
green’ this night.” 

‘*T don’t know where the Lynches and the Connors is 
to-day,” said the other, casting a suspicious look around 


THE FIRST ERA. 203 


him, as if anxious to calculate the forces available in the 
event of arow. ‘* They gave the Joyces their own in Ballin- 
robe last fair. I hope they’re not afeard to come down 
here.” 

*¢Sorra bit, ma bouchal,” said a voice from behind his 
shoulder; and at the same moment the speaker clapped his 
hands over the other’s eyes: ‘‘ who am I, now?” 

** Arrah! Owen Connor; I know ye well,” said the other; 
‘‘and ’tis yourself ought not to be here to-day. The ould 
father of ye has nobody but yourself to look after him.” 

‘“*I’d like to see ye call him ould to his face,” said 
Owen, laughing: ‘‘ there he is now, in Poll Dawley’s tent, 
dancing.” 

** Dancing!” cried the other two, in a breath. 

** Aye, faix, dancing ‘The little bould fox;’ and may I 
never die in sin, if he hasn’t a step that looks for all the 
world as if he made a hook and eye of his legs.” 

The young man who spoke these words was in mould and 
gesture the very ideal of an Irish peasant of the West; some- 
what above the middle size, rather slightly made, but with 
the light and neatly turned proportion that betokens activity 
more than great strength, endurance rather than the power 
of any single effort. His face well became the character of 
his figure; it was a handsome and an open one, where the 
expressions changed and crossed each other with lightning 
speed, —now beaming with good nature, now flashing in 
anger, now sparkling with some witty conception, or frown- 
ing a bold defiance as it met the glance of some member of a 
rival faction. He looked, as he was, one ready and willing 
to accept either part from fortune, and to exchange friend- 
ship and hard knocks with equal satisfaction. Although in 
dress and appearance he was both cleanly and well clad, it 
was evident that he belonged to a very humble class among 
the peasantry. Neither his hat nor his great-coat, those 
unerring signs of competence, had been new for many a day 
before; and his shoes, in their patched and mended con- 
dition, betrayed the pains it had cost him to make even so 
respectable an appearance as he then presented. 

‘¢ She did n’t even give you a look to-day, Owen,” said one 
of the former speakers; ‘‘she turned her head the other 
way as she went by.” 
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‘‘ Faix, I’m afeard ye’ve a bad chance,” said the other, 
slyly. 

‘‘ Joke away, boys, and welcome,” said Owen, reddening 
to the eyes as he spoke, and showing that his indifference 
to their banterings was very far from being real; ‘‘’tis little 
I mind what ye say, — as little as she herself would mind 
me,” added he to himself. 

‘‘She’s the purtiest girl in the town-land, and no second 
word to it; and even if she hadn’t a fortune—” 

‘¢Bad luck to the fortune! — that’s what I say,” cried 
Owen, suddenly; ‘‘’tis that same that breaks my rest night 
and day. Sure if it was n’t for the money, there’s many a 
dacent boy would n’t be ashamed nor afeard to go up and 
coort her.” 

‘¢ She ’ll have two hundred, divil a less, I’m tould,” inter- 
posed the other; ‘‘ the ould man made a deal of money in 
the war-time.” 

‘J wish he had it with him now,” said Owen, bitterly. 

‘¢ By all accounts he would n’t mislike it himself. When 
Father John was giving him the rites, he says, ‘ Phil,’ says 
he, ‘ how ould are ye now?’ and the other did n’t hear him, 
but went on muttering to himself; and the priest says agin, 
‘*T is how ould you are, I’m axing.’ ‘ A hundred and forty- 
three,’ says Phil, looking up at him. ‘ The saints be good 
to us,’ says Father John, ‘sure you’re not that ould, —a 
hundred and forty-three?’ ‘A hundred and forty-seven.’ 
‘Phew! he’s more of it, —a hundred and forty-seven!’ ‘A 
hundred and fifty,’ cries Phil, and he gave the foot of the bed 
a little kick, this way,—sorra more, —and he died; and 
what was it but the guineas he was countin’ in a stocking 
under the clothes all the while? Oh, musha! how the sowl 
was in the money, and he going to leave it all! I heerd 
Father John say, ‘it was well they found it out, for there ’d 
be a curse on them guineas, and every hand that would touch 
one of them in secla seclorum;’ and they wer’ all tuck 
away in a bag that night, and buried by the priest in a 
saycret» place, where they ’ll never be found till the Day of 
Judgment.” 

Just as the story came to its end, the attention of the 
group was drawn off by seeing numbers of people running in 
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a particular direction, while the sound of voices and the 
general excitement showed something new was going for- 
ward. The noise increased; and now loud shouts were 
heard, mingled with the rattling of sticks and the utterance 
of those party cries so popular in an Irish fair. The young 
men stood still, as if the affair was a mere momentary ebulli- 
tion not deserving of attention, nor sufficiently important to 
merit the taking any farther interest in it; nor did they 
swerve from the resolve thus tacitly formed, as from time to 
time some three or four would emerge from the crowd, lead- 
ing forth one whose bleeding temples or smashed head made 
retreat no longer dishonorable. 

‘* They ’re at it early,” was the cool commentary of Owen 
Connor, as with asmile of superciliousness he looked towards 
the scene of strife. 

‘¢ The Joyces is always the first to begin,” remarked one 
of his companions. 

‘¢ And the first to lave off too,” said Owen; ‘‘ two to one 
is what they call fair play.” 

‘*That’s Phil’s voice!—there, now, do you hear him 
shouting?” 

‘“°T is that he’s best at,” said Owen, whose love for the 
pretty Mary Joyce was scarcely equalled by his dislike of 
her ill-tempered brother. 

At this moment the shouts became louder and wilder, the 
screams of the women mingling with the uproar, which no 
longer seemed a mere passing skirmish, but a downright 
severe engagement. 

‘¢ What is it all about, Christy?” said Owen, to a young 
fellow led past between two friends, while the track of blood 
marked every step he went. 

‘¢’T is well it becomes yez to ax,” muttered the other, with 
his swollen and pallid lips, ‘‘ when the Martins is beating 
your landlord’s eldest son to smithereens.” 

“Mr. Leslie, — young Mr. Leslie?” cried the three together ; 
but a wild war-whoop from the crowd gave the answer back : 
‘¢Hurroo! Martin forever! Down with the Leslies! Bal- 
linashough! Hurroo! Don’t leave one of them livin’ ! Beat 
their sowles out!” 

‘Leslie forever!” yelled out Owen, with a voice heard 
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over every part of the field; and with a spring into the air, 
and a wild flourish of his stick, he dashed into the crowd. 

‘* Here’s Owen Connor, make way for Owen!” cried the 
non-combatants, as they jostled and parted each other, to 
leave a free passage for one whose prowess was well known. 

‘¢He’ll lave his mark on some of yez yet!” ‘* That’s the 
boy will give you music to dance to!” ‘* Take that, Barney!” 
‘¢Ha! Tarry, that made your nob ring like a forty-shilling 
pot!” Such and such-like were the comments on him who 
now, reckless of his own safety, rushed madly into the very 
midst of the combatants, and fought his way onwards to 
where some seven or eight were desperately engaged oyer the 
fallen figure of a man. With a shrill yell no Indian could 
surpass, and a bound like a tiger, Owen came down in the 
midst of them, every stroke of his powerful blackthorn tell- 
ing on his man as unerringly as though it were wielded by the 
hand of a giant. 

‘¢ Save the young master, Owen! Shelter him! Stand over 
him, Owen Connor!” were now the cries from all sides; and 
the stout-hearted peasant, striding over the body of young 
Leslie, cleared a space around him, and, as he glanced de- 
fiance on all sides, called out: ‘¢Is that your courage, to 
beat a young gentleman that never handled a stick in his 
life? Oh, you cowardly set! Come and face the men of 
your own barony if you dare! Come out on the green and 
do it! — Pull him away, — pull him away quick,” whispered 
he to his own party eagerly. ‘‘ Tear-an-ages! get him out 
of this before they’re down on me.” 

As he spoke, the Joyces rushed forward with a cheer, their 
party now tvebly as strong as the enemy. They bore down 
with a force that nothing could resist. Poor Owen — the 
mark for every weapon — fell almost the first, his head and 
face one indistinguishable mass of blood and bruises, but not 
before some three or four of his friends had rescued young 
Leslie from his danger, and carried him to the outskirts of 
the fair. The fray now became general, neutrality was im- 
possible, and self-defence almost suggested some participa- 
tion in the battle. The victory was, however, with the 
Joyces. They were on their own territory; they mustered 
every moment stronger; and in less than half an hour they 
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had swept the enemy from the field, save where a lin- 
gering wounded man remained, whose maimed and crip- 
pled condition had already removed him from all the 
animosities of combat. 

‘¢ Where’s the young master?” were the first words Owen 
Connor spoke, as his friends carried him on the door of a 
cabin, hastily unhinged for the purpose, towards his home. 

‘*Erra! he’s safe enough, Owen,” said one of his bearers, 
who was by no means pleased that Mr. Leslie had made the 
best of his way out of the fair, instead of remaining to see 
the fight out. 

‘*God be praised for that same, anyhow!” said Owen, 
piously. ‘*His life was not worth a ‘ trawneen’ when I seen 
him first.” 

It may be supposed from this speech, and the previous 
conduct of him who uttered it, that Owen Connor was an old 
and devoted adherent to the Leslie family, from whom he 
had received many benefits, and to whom he was linked by 
long acquaintance. Far from it. He neither knew Mr. 
Leslie nor his father. The former he saw for the first time 
as he stood over him in the fair; the latter he had never so 
much as set eyes upon, at any time; neither had he or his 
been favored by them. The sole tie that subsisted between 
them — the one link that bound the poor man to the rich 
one — was that of the tenant to his landlord. Owen’s father 
and grandfather before him had been cottiers on the estate; 
but being very poor and humble men, and the little farm 
they rented, a half-tilled, half-reclaimed mountain tract, 
exempt from all prospect of improvement, and situated in a 
remote and unfrequented place, they were merely known by 
their names on the rent-roll. Except for this, their exist- 
ence had been as totally forgotten as though they had made 
part of the wild heath upon the mountain. 

While Mr. Leslie lived in ignorance that such people 
existed on his property, they looked up to him with a 
degree of reverence almost devotional. The owner of the 
soil was a character actually sacred in their eyes; for what 
respect and what submission were enough for one who held 
in his hands the destinies of so many; who could raise them 
to affluence or depress them to want, and by his mere word 
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control the agent himself, the most dreaded of all those who 
exerted an influence on their fortunes? 

There was a feudalism, too, in this sentiment that gave 
the reverence a feeling of strong allegiance. The landlord 
was the head of a clan, as it were: he was the culminating 
point of that pyramid of which they formed the base; and 
they were proud of every display of his wealth and his 
power, which they deemed as ever reflecting credit upon 
themselves. And then, his position in the county, his 
rank, his titles, the amount of his. property, his house, 
his retinue, his very equipage, were all subjects on which 
they descanted with eager delight, and proudly exalted 
in contrast with less favored proprietors. At the time we 
speak of, absenteeism had only begun to impair the warmth 
of this affection; the traditions of a resident landlord were 
yet fresh in the memory of the young; and a hundred traits 
of kindness and good-nature were mingled in their minds 
with stories of grandeur and extravagance, which, to the 
Trish peasant’s ear, are themes as grateful as ever the gor- 
geous pictures of Eastern splendor were to the heightened 
imagination and burning fancies of Oriental listeners. 

Owen Connor was a firm disciple of this creed. Perhaps 
his lone sequestered life among the mountains, with no 
companionship save that of his old father, had made him 
longer retain these convictions in all their force, than if, by 
admixture with his equals, and greater intercourse with the 
world, he had conformed his opinions to the gradually 
changed tone of the country. It was of little moment to him 
what might be the temper or the habits of his landlord. 
The monarchy — and not the monarch of the soil — was the 
object of his loyalty; and he would have deemed himself 
disgraced and dishonored had he shown the slightest back- 
wardness in his fealty. He would as soon have expected 
that the tall fern that grew wild in the valley should have 
changed into a blooming crop of wheat, as that the perform- 
ance of such a service could have met with any requital. 
It was, to his thinking, a simple act of duty, and required 
not any prompting of high principle, still less any sugges- 
tion of self-interest. Poor Owen, therefore, had not even a 
sentiment of heroism to cheer him, as they bore him slowly 
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along, every inequality of the ground sending a pang 
through his aching head that was actually torture. 

“That ’s a mark you’ll carry to your dying day, Owen, my 
boy,” said one of the bearers, as they stopped for a moment 
to take breath. ‘‘I can see the bone there shining this 
minute.” 

‘*Tt must be good stuff anyways, the same head,” said 
Owen, with a sickly attempt to smile. ‘‘They never put a 
star in it yet; and faix I seen the sticks cracking like dry 
wood in the frost.” 

“It’s well it didn’t come lower down,” said another, 
examining the deep cut which gashed his forehead from the 
hair down to the eyebrow. “You know what the Widow 
Glynn said at Peter Henessey’s wake, when she saw the 
stroke of the scythe that laid his head open, —it just 
come, like yer own, down to that, —‘ Ayeh!’ says she, 
‘but he’s the fine corpse; and wasn’t it the Lord spared 
his eye!” ” 

‘*Stop, and good luck to you, Freney, and don’t be mak- 
ing me laugh; the pain goes through my brain like the stick 
of a knife,” said Owen, as he lifted his trembling hands and 
pressed them on either side of his head. 

They wetted his lips with water, and resumed their way, 
not speaking aloud as before, but in a low undertone, only 
audible to Owen at intervals; for he had sunk into a half- 
stupid state they believed to be sleep. The path each 
moment grew steeper; for leaving the wild ‘‘boreen” road, 
which led to a large bog on the mountain-side, it wound 
now upwards, zigzagging between masses of granite rock 
and deep tufts of heather, where sometimes the foot sunk 
to the instep. The wet and spongy soil increased the diffi- 
culty greatly; and although all strong and powerful men, 
they were often obliged to halt and rest themselves. 

‘It’s an iligant view, sure enough,” said one, wiping his 
dripping forehead with the tail of his coat. “See there! 
look down where the fair is, now! it isn’t the size of a 
good griddle, the whole of it. How purty the lights look 
shining in the water! And the boats, too! Musha! they ’re 
coming up more of them. There ’ll be good divarshin there, 
this night.” These last words, uttered with a half-sigh, 
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showed with what a heavy heart the speaker saw himself 
debarred from participating in the festivity. 

“?T was a dhroll place to build a house, then, up there,” 
said another, pointing to the dark speck, far, far away on 
the mountain, where Owen Connor’s cabin stood. 

‘‘Owen says yez can see Galway of a fine day, and the 
boats going out from the Claddagh; and of an evening, 
when the sun is going down, you’ll see across the bay, 
over to Clare, the big cliffs of Mogher.” 

“Now, then! are ye in earnest? I don’t wonder he’s so 
fond of the place, after all. It’s an iligant thing to see the 
whole world, and fine company, besides. Look at Lough 
Mask! Now, boys, isn’t that beautiful with the sun on 
nade 

“‘Come, it’s getting late, Freney, and the poor boy ought 
to be at home before night.” And once more they lifted 
their burden and moved forward. 

For a considerable time they continued to ascend without 
speaking, when one of the party in a low cautious voice re- 
marked, ‘‘Poor Owen will think worse of it, when he hears 
the reason of the fight, than for the cut on the head, — bad 
as it is.” 

‘*Musha; then he need n’t,” replied another; ‘‘for if ye 
mane about Mary Joyce, he never had a chance of her.” 

‘I’m not saying that he had,” said the first speaker; ‘* but 
he’s just as fond of her: do you mind the way he never gave 
back one of Phil’s blows, but let him hammer away as fast 
as he plazed?” 

‘““What was it, at all, that Mr. Leslie did?” asked an- 
other; ‘*I did n’t hear how it began yet.” 

‘‘Nor I, either, rightly; but I believe Mary was standing 
looking at the dance, for she never foots a step herself, es 
maybe she’s too ginteel, — and the young gentleman comes 
up and axes her for a partner; and something she said: 
but what does he do but put his arm round her waist and 
gives her a kiss? and, ye see, the other girls laughed hearty, 
because they say Mary’s so proud and high, and thinking 
herself above them all. Phil wasn’t there at the time; but 
he heerd it afterwards, and come up to the tent as young 
Mr. Leslie was laving it, and stood before him, and would n’t 
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let him pass. ‘I’ve a word to say to ye,’ says Phil, and he 
scarce able to spake with passion; ‘that was my sister ye 
had the impudence to take a liberty with.’ ‘ Out of the way, 
ye bogtrotter,’ says Leslie,— them ’s the very words he said; 
‘out of the way, ye bogtrotter, or I’ll lay my whip across 
your shoulders.’ ‘ Take that first,’ says Phil; and he put 
his fist between his two eyes, neat and clean. Down went 
the squire as if he was shot. You know the rest yourselves. 
The boys did n’t lose any time, and if ’t was only two hours 
later, maybe the Joyces would have got as good as they 
gave.” 

_A heavy groan from poor Owen now stopped the conversa- 
tion, and they halted to ascertain if he were worse. But 
no; he seemed still sunk in the same heavy sleep as before, 
and apparently unconscious of all about him. Such, how- 
ever, was not really the case; by some strange phenomenon 
of sickness, the ear had taken in each low and whispered 
word, at the time it would have been deaf to louder sounds; 
and every syllable they had spoken had already sunk deeply 
into his heart. Happily for him, this was but a momentary 
pang; the grief stunned him at once, and he became 
insensible. 

It was dark night as they reached the lonely cabin where 
Owen lived, miles away from any other dwelling, and stand- 
ing at an elevation of more than a thousand feet above the 
plain. The short, sharp barking of a sheep-dog was the 
only sound that welcomed them; for the old man had not 
heard of his son’s misfortune until long after they quitted 
the fair. The door was hasped and fastened with a stick, 
— precaution enough in such a place, and for all that it con- 
tained too. Opening this, they carried the young man in, 
and laid him upon the bed; and while some busied them- 
selves in kindling a fire upon the hearth, the others endeavy- 
ored, with such skill as they possessed, to dress his wounds, 
—an operation which, if not strictly surgical in all its 
details, had at least the recommendation of tolerable ex- 
perience in such matters. 

“Tt ’s a nate little place when you’re at it, then,” said one 
of them, as with a piece of lighted bog-pine he took a very 
leisurely and accurate view of the interior. 
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The opinion, however, must be taken by the reader as 
rather reflecting on the judgment of him who pronounced it 
than in absolute praise of the object itself. The cabin con- 
sisted of a single room, and which, though remarkably clean 
in comparison with similar ones, had no evidence of any- 
thing above very narrow circumstances. A little dresser 
occupied the wall in front of the door, with its usual com- 
plement of crockery, cracked and whole; an old chest of 
drawers, the pride of the house, flanked this on one side; 
a low settle-bed on the other; various prints in very florid 
coloring decorated the walls, all religious subjects, where 
the apostles figured in garments like bathing-dresses; these 
were intermixed with ballads, dying speeches, and such-like 
ghostly literature as forms the most interesting reading of 
an Irish peasant; a few seats of unpainted deal, and a large 
straw chair for the old man, were the principal articles of 
furniture. There was a gun, minus the lock, suspended 
over the fireplace, and two fishing-rods, with a gaff and 
landing-net, were stretched upon wooden pegs; while over 
the bed was an earthenware crucifix, with its little cup be- 
neath for holy water; the whole surmounted by a picture of 
St. Francis Xavier in the act of blessing somebody; though, 
if the gesture were to be understood without the explanatory 
letter-press, he rather looked like a swimmer preparing for 
adive. The oars, mast, and spritsail of a boat were lashed 
to the rafters overhead; for, strange as it may seem, there 
was a lake at that elevation of the mountain, and one which 
abounded in trout and perch, affording many a day’s sport 
to both Owen and his father. 

Such were the details which, sheltered beneath a warm 
roof of mountain-fern, called forth the praise we have men- 
tioned; and, poor as they may seem to the reader, they were 
many degrees in comfort beyond the majority of Irish 
cabins. 

The boys,— for so the unmarried men of whatever age are 
called, — having left one of the party to watch over Owen, 
now quitted the house, and began their return homeward. 
It was past midnight when the old man returned; and al- 
though endeavoring to master any appearance of emotion 
before the ‘“‘strange boy,” he could with difficulty control 


THE FIRST ERA. ° 213 


his feelings on beholding his son. The shirt matted with 
blood, contrasting with the livid colorless cheek, the heavy 
irregular breathing, the frequent startings as he slept, were 
all sore trials to the old man’s nerve; but he managed to 
seem calm and collected, and to treat the occurrence as an 
ordinary one. 

‘**Harry Joyce and his brother Luke — big Luke as they 
call him — has sore bones to-night; they tell me that Owen 
didn’t lave breath in their bodies,” said he, with a grim 
smile, as he took his place by the fire. 

‘**T heerd the ribs of them smashing like an ould turf 
creel,” replied the other. 

‘°T is himself can do it,” said the old fellow, with eyes 
glistening with delight; ‘‘fair play and good ground, and 
I’d back him agin the Glen.” 

‘*And so you might, and farther too; he has the speret in 
him, — that’s better nor strength, any day.” 

And thus consoled by the recollection of Owen’s prowess, 
and gratified by the hearty concurrence of his guest, the 
old father smoked and chatted away till daybreak. It was 
not that he felt any want of affection for his son, or that his 
heart was untouched by the sad spectacle he presented, — 
far from this. The poor old man had no other tie to life, 
no other object of hope or love than Owen; but years of a 
solitary life had taught him rather to conceal his emotions 
within his own bosom than seek for consolation beyond it; 
besides that, even in his grief the old sentiment of faction- 
hatred was strong, and vengeance had its share in his 
thoughts also. 

It would form no part of our object in this story, to dwell 
longer either on this theme or the subject of Owen’s illness; 
it will be enough to say that he soon got better, far sooner, 
perhaps, than if all the appliances of luxury had ministered 
to his recovery; most certainly sooner than if his brain 
had been ordinarily occupied by thoughts and cares of a 
higher order than his were. The conflict, however, had 
left a deeper scar behind than the ghastly wound that marked 
his brow. The poor fellow dwelt upon the portions of the 
conversation he overheard as they carried him up the moun- 
tain; and whatever might have been his fears before, now 
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he was convinced that all prospect of gaining Mary’s love 
was lost to him forever. 

This depression, natural to one after so severe an injury, 
excited little remark from the old man; and although he 
wished Owen might make some effort to exert himself, or 
even move about in the air, he left him to himself and his 
own time, well knowing that he never was disposed to yield 
an hour to sickness beyond what he felt unavoidable. It 
was about eight or nine days after the fair that the father 
was sitting mending a fishing-net at the door of his cabin, 
to catch the last light of the fading day. Owen was seated 
near him, sometimes watching the progress of the work, 
sometimes patting the old sheep-dog that nestled close by, 
when the sound of voices attracted them; they listened, and 
could distinctly hear persons talking at the opposite side of 
the cliff, along which the pathway led; and before they 
could even hazard a guess as to who they were, the strangers 
appeared at the angle of the rock. The party consisted of 
two persons: one, a gentleman somewhat advanced in life, 
mounted on a stout but rough-looking pony; the other was 
a countryman, who held the beast by the bridle, and seemed 
to take the greatest precaution for the rider’s safety. 

The very few visitors Owen and his father met with were, 
for the most part, people coming to fish the mountain-lake, 
who usually hired ponies in the valley for the ascent; so 
that when they perceived the animal coming slowly along, 
they scarce bestowed a second glance upon them, the old 
man merely remarking, ‘‘They ’re three weeks too early for 
this water, anyhow,” —a sentiment concurred in by his son. 
In less than five minutes after, the rider and his guide stood 
before the door. 

“Is this where Owen Connor lives?” asked the gen- 
tleman. 

‘““That same, yer honor,” said old Owen, uncovering his 
head, as he rose respectfully from his low stool. 

**And where is Owen Connor himself?” 

‘Tis me, sir,” replied he; ‘‘that’s my name.” 

“Yes, but it can scarcely be you that I am looking for; 
have you a son of that name?” 

“Yes, sir, I’m young Owen,” said the young man, rising, 
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but not without difficulty, while he steadied himself by 
holding the door-post. 

**So, then, Iam all right. Tracy, lead the pony about till 
I call you;” and so saying, he dismounted and entered the 
cabin. 

**Sit down, Owen; yes, yes, —I insist upon it, and do 
you also. I have come up here to-day to have a few 
moments’ talk with you about an occurrence that took place 
last week at the fair. There was a young gentleman, Mr. 
Leslie, got roughly treated by some of the people; let me 
hear your account of it.” 

Owen and his father exchanged glances; the same idea 
flashed across the minds of both that the visitor was a 
magistrate come to take information against the Joyces for 
an assault; and however gladly they would have embraced 
any course that promised retaliation for their injuries, the 
notion of recurring to the law was a degree of baseness 
they would have scorned to adopt. 

**T ll take the ‘ vestment’ I never seen it at all,” said the 
old man, eagerly, and evidently delighted that no manner 
of cross-questioning or badgering could convert him into an 
informer. 

*¢ And the little I saw,” said Owen, ‘‘they knocked out of 
my memory with this;” and he pointed to the half-healed 
gash on his forehead. 

“But you know something of how the row begun?” 

“No, yer honor, I was at the other side of the fair.” 

‘Was young Mr. Leslie in fault, —did you hear that?” 

‘*T never heerd that he did anything — unagreeable,” said 
Owen, after hesitating for a few seconds in his choice of a 
word. 

**So, then, I’m not likely to obtain any information from 
either of you?” 

They made no reply, but their looks gave as palpable 
a concurrence to this speech as though they swore to its 
truth. 

‘‘Well, I have another question to ask. It was you saved 
this young gentleman, I understand; what was your motive 
for doing so, when, as by your own confession, you were at 
a distance when the fight begun?” 
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‘‘He was my landlord’s son,” said Owen, half roughly; 
‘‘T hope there is no law agin that.” 

“T sincerely trust not,” ejaculated the gentleman; ‘“‘have 
you been long on the estate?” 

‘Three generations of us now, yer honor,” said the old 
man. 

‘And what rent do you pay?” 

“Oh, musha, we pay enough! we pay fifteen shillings an 
acre for the bit of callows below, near the lake, and we give 
ten pounds a year for the mountain—and bad luck to it for 
a mountain — it’s breaking my heart trying to make some- 
thing out of it.” 

“Then I suppose you ’d be well pleased to exchange your 
farm, and take one in a better and more profitable part of 
the country?” 

Another suspicion here shot across the old man’s mind; 
and, turning to Owen, he said in Irish: ‘‘He wants to get 
the mountain for sporting over; but I’ll not lave it.” 

The gentleman repeated his question. 

“Troth, no, then, yer honor; we ’ve lived here so long 
we ’ll just stay our time in it.” 

“But the rent is heavy, you say.” 

“Well, we ‘ll pay it, plaze God.” 

“And I’m sure it’s a strange wild place in winter.” 

‘*It’s wholesome, anyhow,” was the short reply. 

‘*T believe I must go back again as wise as I came,” mut- 
tered the gentleman. “Come, my good old man, — and 
you, Owen; I want to know how I can best serve you for 
what you’ve done for me: it was my son you rescued in 
the fair —” 

‘Are you the landlord — is yer honor Mr. Leslie?” ex- 
claimed both, as they rose from their seats as horrified as if 
they had taken such a liberty before royalty. 

“Yes, Owen; and I grieve to say that I should cause so 
much surprise to any tenant at seeing me. I ought to be 
better known on my property; and I hope to become go: 
but it grows late, and I must reach the valley before night. 
Tell me, are you really attached to this farm, or have I any 
other, out of lease at this time, you like better?” 

‘**T would not leave the ould spot, with yer honor’s per- 
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mission, to get a demesne and a brick house; nor Owen, 
neither.” 

“Well, then, be it so; I can only say, if you ever change 
your mind, you’ll find me both ready and willing to serve 
you; meanwhile you must pay no more rent here.” 

‘**No more rent!” 

“Not a farthing; I’m sorry the favor is so slight a one, 
for, indeed, the mountain seems a bleak and profitless 
tract.” 

‘* There is not its equal for mutton —” 

*¢T’m glad of it, Owen; and it only remains for me to 
make the shepherd something more comfortable. Well, take 
this; and when J next come up here, which I intend to do, 
to fish the lake, I hope to find you in a better house;” and 
he pressed a pocket-book into the old man’s hand as he said 
this, and left the cabin: while both Owen and his father 
were barely able to mutter a blessing upon him, so over- 
whelming and unexpected was the whole occurrence. 


a SS 


"SECOND IPERAY 


From no man’s life, perhaps, is hope more rigidly excluded 
than from that of the Irish peasant of a poor district. The 
shipwrecked mariner upon his raft, the convict in his cell, 
the lingering sufferer on a sick-bed, may hope; but he must 
not. 

Daily labor, barely sufficient to produce the commonest 
necessaries of life, points to no period of rest or repose; 
year succeeds year in the same dull routine of toil and 
privation; nor can he look around him and see one who 
has risen from that life of misery to a position of even com- 
parative comfort. 

The whole study of his existence, the whole philosophy of 
his life, is, how to endure; to struggle on under poverty 
and sickness; in seasons of famine, in times of national 
calamity, to hoard up the little pittance for his landlord 
and the payment for his priest, and he has nothing more 
to seek for. Were it our object here, it would not be 
difficult to pursue this theme further, and examine if much 
of the imputed slothfulness and indolence of the people was 
not in reality due to that very hopelessness. How little 
energy would be left to life if you take away its ambitions ; 
how few would enter upon the race, if there were no goal 
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before them! Our present aim, however, is rather with the 
fortunes of those we have so lately left. To these poor 
men, now, a new existence opened. Not the sun of spring 
could more suddenly illumine the landscape where winter so 
late had thrown its shadows, than did prosperity fall brightly 
on their hearts, endowing life with pleasures and enjoy- 
ments of which they had not dared to dream before. 

In preferring this mountain tract to. some rich lowland 
farm, they were rather guided by that spirit of attachment 
to the home of their fathers —so characteristic a trait in 
the Irish peasant — than by the promptings of self-interest. 
The mountain was indeed a wild and bleak expanse, scarce 
affording herbage for a few sheep and goats; the callows 
at its foot, deeply flooded in winter, and even by the rains 
of autumn, made tillage precarious and uncertain; yet the 
fact that these were rent-free, that of its labor and its fruits 
all was now their own, inspired hope and sweetened toil. 
They no longer felt the dreary monotony of daily exertion, 
by which hour was linked to hour, and year to year, in one 
unbroken succession, — no; they now could look forward, 
they could lift up their hearts and strain their eyes to a 
future where honest industry had laid up its store for the 
decline of life; they could already fancy the enjoyments of 
the summer season, when they should look down upon their 
own crops and herds, or think of the winter nights, and the 
howling of the storm without, reminding them of the bless- 
ings of a home. 

‘¢ How little to the mind teeming with its bright and 
ambitious aspirings would seem the history of their humble 
hopes! How insignificant and how narrow might appear 
the little plans and plots they laid for that new road in life 
in which they were now to travel! The great man might 
scoff at these, the moralist might frown at their worldliness ; 
but there is nothing sordid or mean in the spirit of manly 
independence; and they who know the Irish people will 
never accuse them of receiving worldly benefits with any 
forgetfulness of their true and only source. And now to 
our. story. 

The little cabin upon the mountain was speedily added to, 
and fashioned into a comfortable-looking farmhouse of the 
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humbler class. Both father and son would willingly have 
left it as it was; but the landlord’s wish had laid a command 
upon them, and they felt it would have been a misapplication 
of his bounty had they not done as he had desired. So 
closely, indeed, did they adhere to his injunctions, that a 
little room was added specially for his use and accommoda- 
tion, whenever he came on that promised excursion he hinted 
at. Every detail of this little chamber interested them 
deeply; and many a night, as they sat over their fire, did 
they eagerly discuss the habits and tastes of the ‘‘ quality,” 
anxious to be wanting in nothing which should make it suit- 
able for one like him. Sufficient money remained above 
all this expenditure to purchase some sheep, and even a cow, 
and already their changed fortunes had excited the interest 
and curiosity of the little world in which they lived. 

There is one blessing, and it is a great one, attendant on 
humble life. The amelioration of condition requires not 
that a man should leave the friends and companions he has 
so long sojourned with, and seek, in a new order, others to 
supply their place; the spirit of class does not descend to 
him, or rather, he is far above it; his altered state suggests 
comparatively few enjoyments or comforts in which his old 
associates cannot participate; and thus the Connors’ cabin 
was each Sunday thronged by the country people, who came 
to see with their own eyes, and hear with their own ears, the 
wonderful good fortune that befell them. 

Had the landlord been an angel of light, the blessings 
invoked upon him could not have been more frequent or 
fervent; each measured the munificence of the act by his 
own short standard of worldly possessions; and individual 
murmurings for real or fancied wrongs were hushed in the 
presence of one such deed of benevolence. 

This is no exaggerated picture. Such was peasant grati- 
tude once; and such, O landlords of Ireland! it might still 
have been, if you had not deserted the people. The meanest 
of your favors, the poorest show of your good-feeling, were 
acts of grace for which nothing was deemed requital. Your 
presence in the poor man’s cabin, your kind word to him 
upon the highway, your aid in sickness, your counsel in 
trouble, were ties which bound him more closely to your in- 
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terest, and made him more surely yours, than all the parch- 
ment of your attorney or all the papers of your agent. He 
knew you then as something more than the recipient of his 
earnings. That was a time when neither the hireling patriot 
nor the calumnious press could sow discord between you. 
If it be otherwise now, ask yourselves are you all blameless? 
Did you ever hope that affection could be transmitted through 
your agent, like the proceeds of your property? Did you 
expect that the attachments of a people were to reach you 
by the post! Or was it not natural that, in their desertion 
by you, they should seek succor elsewhere, —that in their 
difficulties and their trials they should turn to any who 
might feel or feign compassion for them? Nor is it wonder- 
ful that, amid the benefits thus bestowed, they should imbibe 
principles and opinions fatally in contrast with interests like 
yours. 

There were few on whom good fortune could have fallen 
without exciting more envious and jealous feelings on the 
part of others than on the Connors. The rugged indepen- 
dent character of the father, the gay, light-hearted nature 
of the son, had given them few enemies and many friends. 
The whole neighborhood flocked about them to offer their 
good wishes and congratulations on their bettered condition, 
and with an honesty of purpose and a sincerity that might 
have shamed a more elevated sphere. The Joyces alone 
showed no participation in this sentiment, or, rather, that 
small fraction of them more immediately linked with Phil 
Joyce. At first they affected to sneer at the stories of the 
Connors’ good fortune; and when denial became absurd, 
they half-hinted that it was a new custom in Ireland for mén 
‘to fight for money.” These mocking speeches were not 
slow to reach the ears of the old man and his son; and many 
thought that the next fair-day would bring with it a heavy 
retribution for [the calamities of the last. In this, however, 
they were mistaken. Neither Owen nor his father appeared 
that day; the mustering of their faction was strong and 
powerful, but they whose wrongs were the cause of the 
gathering never came forward to head them. 

This was an indignity not to be passed over in silence; 
and the murmurs, at first low and subdued, grew louder and 
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louder, until denunciations heayy and deep fell upon the 
two who ‘‘wouldn’t come out and right themselves like 
men.” The faction, discomfited and angered, soon broke 
up; and returning homeward in their several directions, they 
left the field to the enemy without even a blow. On the 
succeeding day, when the observances of religion had taken 
place of the riotous and disorderly proceedings of the fair, 
it was not customary for the younger men to remain. The 
frequenters of the place were mostly women; the few of the 
other sex were either old and feeble men, or such objects of 
compassion as traded on the pious feelings of the votaries so 
opportunely evoked. It was with great difficulty the worthy 
priest of the parish had succeeded in dividing the secular 
from the holy customs of the time, and thus allowing the 
pilgrims, as all were called on that day, an uninterrupted 
period for their devotions. He was firm and resolute, how- 
ever, in his purpose, and spared no pains to effect it: men- 
acing this one, persuading that; suiting the measure of 
his arguments to the comprehension of each, he either cajoled 
or coerced, as the circumstance might warrant. His first 
care was to remove all the temptations to dissipation and 
excess; and for this purpose he banished every show and 
exhibition, and every tent where gambling and drinking went 
forward. His next, a more difficult task, was the exclusion 
of all those doubtful characters who in every walk of life 
are suggestive of even more vice than they embody in them- 
selves. These, however, abandoned the place of their own 
accord, so soon as they discovered how few were the induce- 
ments to remain; until at length, by a tacit understanding, 
it?seemed arranged that the day of penance and mortifica- 
tion should suffer neither molestation nor interruption from 
those indisposed to partake of its benefits. So rigid was the 
priest in exacting compliance in this matter, that he com- 
pelled the tents to be struck by daybreak, except by those 
few trusted and privileged individuals whose ministerings 
to human wants were permitted during the day of sanctity. 

_ And thus the whole picture was suddenly changed. The 
wild and riotous uproar of the fair, the tumult of voices and 
music, dancing, drinking, and fighting, were gone; and the 
low monotonous sound of the pilgrims’ prayers was heard, as 
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they moved along upon their knees to some holy well or 
shrine, to offer up a prayer, or return a thanksgiving for 
blessings bestowed. ‘The scene was a strange and pictur- 
esque one; the long lines of kneeling figures, where the rich 
scarlet cloak of the women predominated, crossed and re- 
crossed each other as they wended their way to the destined 
altar; their muttered words blending with the louder and 
more boisterous appeals of the mendicants, who, stationed 
at every convenient angle or turning, besieged each devotee 
with unremitting entreaty, — deep and heartfelt devotion in 
every face, every lineament and feature impressed with re- 
ligious zeal and piety; but still, as group met group going 
and returning, they interchanged their greetings between 
their prayers, and mingled the worldly salutations with 
aspirations heavenward; and their *‘ Paters” and ‘‘ Aves” 
and ‘**Credos” were blended with inquiries for the ‘ chil- 
der,” or questions about the ‘* crops.” 

**TIsn’t that Owen Connor, avich, that’s going there, 
towards the Yallow-well?” said an old crone, as she ceased 
to count her beads. 

** You’re right enough, Biddy; ’tis himself, and no other ; 
it’s a turn he took to devotion since he grew rich.” 

*¢ Ayeh! ayeh! the Lord be good to us! how fond we all 
be of life, when we’ve the bit of bacon to the fore!” And 
with that she resumed her pious avocations with redoubled 
energy, to make up for lost time. 

The old ladies were as sharp-sighted as such functionaries 
usually are in any sphere of society. It was Owen Connor 
himself, performing his first pilgrimage. ‘Tbe commands of 
his landlord had expressly forbidden him to engage in any 
disturbance at the fair; the only mode of complying with 
which, he rightly judged, was by absenting himself altogether. 
How this conduct was construed by others, we have briefly 
hinted at. As for himself, poor fellow, if a day of mortifica- 
tion could haye availed him anything, he need n’t have ap- 
peared among the pilgrims ;—a period of such sorrow and 
suffering he had never undergone before. But in justice it 
must be confessed it was devotion of a very questionable 
character that brought him there that morning. Since the 
fair-day, Mary Joyce had never deigned to notice him; and 
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though he had been several times at mass, she either affected 
not to be aware of his presence, or designedly looked in 
another direction. The few words of greeting she once gave 
him on every Sunday morning, the smile she bestowed, 
dwelt the whole week in his heart, and made him long for 
the return of the time when, even for a second or two, she 
would be near, and speak to him. He was not slow in sup- 
posing how the circumstances under which he rescued the 
landlord’s son might be used against him by his enemies; 
and he well knew that she was not surrounded by any others 
than such. It was, then, with a heavy heart poor Owen 
witnessed how fatally his improved fortune had dashed hopes 
far dearer than all worldly advantage. Not only did the 
new comforts about him become distasteful, but he even 
accused them to himself as the source of all his present ca- 
lamity ; and half suspected that it was a judgment on him 
for receiving a reward in such a cause. To see her, to 
speak to her if possible, was now his wish, morn and 
night; to tell her that he cared more for one look, one 
glance, than for all the favors fortune did or could bestow, 
—this, and to undeceive her as to any knowledge of young 
Leslie’s rudeness to herself, was the sole aim of his thoughts. 
Stationing himself therefore in an angle of the ruined church, 
which formed one of the resting-places for prayer, he waited 
for hours for Mary’s coming, and at last, with a heart half 
sickened with deferred hope, he saw her pale but beautiful 
features, shaded by the large blue hood of her cloak, as 
with downcast eyes she followed in the train. 

‘¢Give me your place, acushla; God will reward you for 
it; I’m late at the station,” said he to an old, ill-favored 
hag that followed next to Mary; and at the same time, to 
aid his request, slipped half a crown into her hand. 

The wrinkled face brightened into a kind of wicked in- 
telligence as she muttered in Irish: ‘‘’Tis a gould guinea 
the same place is worth; but I'll give it to you for the sake 
of yer people; ” and at the same time pocketing the coin in 
a canvas pouch, among relics and holy clay, she moved off 
to admit him in the line. 

Owen’s heart beat almost to bursting, as he found himself 
so close to Mary; and all his former impatience to justify 
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himself, and to speak to her, fled in the happiness he now 
enjoyed. No devotee ever regarded the relic of a saint with 


more trembling ec- 
stasy than did he 
the folds of that 
heavy mantle that 
fell at his knees; he 
touched it as men 
would do a sacred 
thing. The livelong 
day he followed her, 
= visiting in turn 
= each shrine 
and holy 
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spot; and ever, as he was ready to speak to her, some fear 
that by a word he might dispel the dream of bliss he rey- 
elled in, stopped him, and he was silent. 
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It was as the evening drew near, and the pilgrims were 
turning towards the lake, beside which, at a small thorn- 
tree, the last ‘‘ station” of all was performed, that an old 
beggar, whose importunity suffered none to escape, blocked 
up the path and prevented Mary from proceeding until she 
had given him something. All her money had been long 
since bestowed; and she said so, hurriedly, and endeavored 
to move forward. 

‘¢ Let Owen Connor behind you give it, acushla! He’s 
rich now, and can well afford it,” said the cripple. 

She turned round at the words; the action was involun- 
tary, and their eyes met. There are glances which reveal 
the whole secret of a lifetime; there are looks which dwell 
in the heart longer and deeper than words. Their eyes met 
for merely a few seconds; and while in her face offended 
pride was depicted, poor Owen’s sorrow-struck and broken 
aspect spoke of long suffering and grief so powerfully that, 
ere she turned away, her heart had half forgiven him. 

‘¢' You wrong me hardly, Mary,” said he, in a low, broken 
voice, as the train moved on. ‘*The Lord, he knows my 
heart this blessed day! Pater noster qui es in celis!” 
added he, louder, as he perceived that his immediate fol- 
lower had ceased his prayers to listen to him. ‘* He knows 
that I’d rather live and died the poorest, — Beneficat tuum 
nomen!” cried he, louder. And then, turning abruptly, 
said, — 

‘‘ Av it’s plazing to you, sir, don’t be trampin’ on my 
heels. I can’t mind my devotions, an’ one so near me.” 

‘¢Tt’s not so unconvaynient, maybe, when they’re afore 
you,” muttered the old fellow, with a grin of sly malice. 
And though Owen overheard the taunt, he felt no inclina- 
tion to notice it. 

‘*Hour long years I’ve loved ye, Mary Joyce; and the 
sorra More encouragement I ever got nor the smile ye used 
to give ay And if ye take that from me, now— Are ye 
listening me, Mary? do ye hear me, asthore? — Bad 
seran to ye, ye old varmint! why don’t ye keep behind? 
How is a man to save his sowl, an’ you making him blas- 
phame every minit?” 

‘*T was only listerin’ to that iligant prayer ye were say- 
ing,” said the old fellov, dryly. 
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“Tis betther you’d mind your own, then,” said Owen, 
fiercely; ‘‘or, by the blessed day, I’ll teach ye a new 
penance ye never heerd of afore!” 

The man dropped back, frightened at the sudden deter- 
mination these words were uttered in; and Owen resumed 
his place. 

‘*] may never see ye again, Mary. ’T is the last time 
you'll hear me spake to you. I’ll lave the ould man. 
God look to him! I'll lave him now, and go be a sodger. 
Here we are now, coming to this holy well; and I’ll swear 
an oath before the Queen of Heaven, that before this time 
to-morrow —” 

‘* How is one to mind their prayers at all, Owen Connor, if 
ye be talking to yourself so loud?” said Mary, in a whisper, 
but one which lost not a syllable, as it fell on Owen’s ear. 

‘¢My own sweet darling, the light of my eyes, ye are! ” 
cried he, as with clasped hands he muttered blessings upon 
her head, and with such vehemence of gesture and such 
unfeigned signs of rapture as to evoke remarks from some 
beggars near, highly laudatory of his zeal. 

** Look at the fine young man there, prayin’ wid all his 
might. Ayeh, the saints give ye the benefit of your pil- 
grimage ! ” 

“Musha! but ye’r a credit to the station; ye put yer 
sowl in it, anyhow!” said an old Jezebel, whose hard 
features seemed to defy emotion. 

Owen looked up; and directly in front of him, with his 
back against a tree, and his arms crossed on his breast, 
stood Phil Joyce; his brow was dark with passion, and his 
eyes glared like those of a maniac. A cold thrill ran 
through Owen’s heart, lest the anger thus displayed should 
fall on Mary; for he well knew with what tyranny the poor 
girl was treated. He therefore took the moment of the 
pilgrims’ approach to the holy tree, to move from his place, 
and, by a slightly circuitous path, came up to where Joyce 
was standing. 

‘“‘T’ve a word for you, Phil Joyce,” said he, in a low 
voice, where every trace of emotion was carefully subdued. 
“¢Can I spake to you here?” 

Owen’s wan and sickly aspect, if it did not shock, it at 
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least astonished Joyce, for he looked at him for some 
seconds without speaking; then said, half rudely, — 

‘*Ay, here will do as well as anywhere, since ye didn’t 
like to say it yesterday.” 

There was no mistaking this taunt; the sneer on Owen’s 
want of courage was too plain to be misconstrued; and 
although for a moment he looked as if disposed to resent 
it, he merely shook his head mournfully, and replied: ead; 
is not about that I came to speak; it’s about your sister, 
Mary Joyce.” 

Phil turned upon him a stare of amazement, as quickly 
followed by a laugh, whose insulting mockery made Owen’s 
cheek crimson with shame. 

‘‘True, enough, Phil Joyce; I know your meanin’ well,” 
said he, with an immense effort to subdue his passion. ‘‘I’m 
a poor cottier, wid a bit of mountan land — sorra more — 
and has no right to look up to one like her. But listen to 
me, Phil,” and here he grasped his arm, and spoke with a 
thick guttural accent,— “listen to me! Av the girl was n’t 
what she is, but only your sister, I’d scorn her as I do 
yourself;” and, with that, he pushed him from him with a 
force that made him stagger. Before he had well recovered, 
Owen was again at his side, and continued: ‘‘And now, 
one word more, and all’s ended between us. For you, and 
your likings or mislikings, I never cared a rush; but ’t is 
Mary herself refused me, so there’s no more about it; only 
don’t be wreaking your temper on her, for she has no fault 
in it!” 

‘Av a sister of mine ever bestowed a thought on the likes 
o’ ye, I’d give her the outside of the door this night,” said 
Joyce, whose courage now rose from seeing several of his 
faction attracted to the spot, by observing that he and Con- 
nor were conversing. ‘*’Tis a disgrace, —divil a less 
than a disgrace to spake of it!” 

‘*Well, we won’t do so any more, plaze God!” said 
Owen, with a smile of very fearful meaning. ‘‘It will be 
another little matter we ’ll have to settle when we meet next. 
There ’s a score there not paid off yet;” and at the word 
he lifted his hat, and disclosed the deep mark of the scarce- 
closed gash on his forehead; ‘*and so good-bye to ye.” 
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A rude nod from Phil Joyce was all the reply, and Owen 
turned homewards. 

If prosperity could suggest the frame of mind to enjoy 
it, the rich would always be happy; but such is not the dis- 
pensation of Providence. Acquisition is but a stage on the 
road of ambition; it lightens the way, but brings the goal 
no nearer. Owen never returned to his mountain-home with 
a sadder heart. He passed, without regarding them, the 
little fields, now green with the coming spring; he bestowed 
no look nor thought upon the herds that already speckled 
the mountain-side; disappointment had embittered his 
spirit; and even love itself now gave way to faction-hate, 
the old and cherished animosity of party. 

If the war of rival factions did not originally spring 
from the personal quarrels of men of rank and station, who 
stimulated their followers and adherents to acts of aggres- 
sion and reprisal, it assuredly was perpetuated, if not with 
their concurrence, at least permission; and many were not 
ashamed to avow that in these savage encounters the “bad 
blood” of the country was “‘let out” at less cost and trouble 
than by any other means. When legal proceedings were 
recurred to, the landlord, in his capacity of magistrate, 
maintained the cause of his tenants; and, however dis- 
posed to lean heavily on them himself, in the true spirit 
of tyranny he opposed pressure from any other hand than 
his own. The people were grateful for this advocacy, — 
far more, indeed, than they often proved for less question- 
able kindness. They regarded the law with so much dread 
—they awaited its decisions with such uncertainty — that 
he who would conduct them through its mazes was indeed 
a friend. But was the administration of justice some forty 
or fifty years back in Ireland such as to excite or justify 
other sentiments? Was it not this tampering with right 
and wrong, this recurrence to patronage, that made legal 
redress seem an act of meanness and cowardice among the 
people? No cause was decided upon its own merits. The 
influence of the great man, — the interest he was disposed 
to take in the case, the momentary condition of county 
politics, with the general character of the individuals at 
issue, usually determined the matter; and it could scarcely 
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be expected that a triumph thus obtained should have exer- 
cised any peaceful sway among the people. 

‘“‘He would n’t be so bould to-day av his landlord was n’t 
to the fore,” was Owen Connor’s oft-repeated reflection, as 
he ascended the narrow pathway towards his cabin; “’tis 
the good backing makes us brave, God help us!” From 
that hour forward the gay light-hearted peasant became 
dark, moody, and depressed; the very circumstances which 
might be supposed calculated to have suggested a happier 
frame of mind, only increased and embittered his gloom. 
His prosperity made daily labor no longer a necessity. In- 
dustry, it is true, would have brought more comforts about 
him, and surrounded him with more appliances of enjoy- 
ment; but long habits of endurance had made him easily 
satisfied on this score, and there were no examples for his 
imitation which should make him strive for better. So far, 
then, from the landlord’s benevolence working for good, its 
operation was directly the reverse; his leniency had, indeed, 
taken away the hardship of a difficult and onerous payment, 
but the relief suggested no desire for an equivalent ameliora- 
tion of condition. The first pleasurable emotions of grati- 
tude over, they soon recurred to the old customs in every- 
thing, and gradually fell back into all the observances of 
their former state, the only difference being that less exer- 
tion on their parts was now called for than before. 

Had the landlord been a resident on his property, ac- 
quainting himself daily and hourly with the condition of his 
tenants, holding up examples for their imitation, rewarding 
the deserving, discountenancing the unworthy, extending 
the benefits of education among the young, and fostering 
habits of order and good conduct among all, Owen would 
have striven among the first for a place of credit and honor, 
and speedily have distinguished himself above his equals. 
But, alas! no; Mr. Leslie, when not abroad, lived in Eng- 
land. Of his Irish estates he knew nothing, save through 
the half-yearly accounts of his agent. He was conscious 
of excellent intentions; he was a kind, even a benevolent 
man, and in the society of his set remarkable for more than 
ordinary sympathies with the poor. To have ventured on 
any reflection on a landlord before him would have been 
deemed a downright absurdity. 
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He was a living refutation of all such calumnies; yet how 
was it that, in the district he owned, the misery of the peo- 
ple was a thing to shudder at,— that there were hovels exca- 
vated in the bogs, within which human beings lingered on 
between life and death, their existence like some terrible 
passage in a dream,— that beneath these frail roofs famine 
and fever dwelt, until suffering, and starvation itself, had 
ceased to prey upon minds on which no ray of hope ever 
shone? Simply, he did not know of these things; he saw 
them not; he never heard of them. He was aware that sea- 
sons of unusual distress occurred, and that a more than 
ordinary degree of want was experienced by a failure of the 
potato crop; but on these occasions he read his name with 
a subscription of a hundred pounds annexed, and was not 
that a receipt in full for all the claims of conscience? He 
ran his eyes over a list in which royal and princely titles 
figured, and he expressed himself grateful for so much sym- 
pathy with Ireland! But did he ask himself the question, 
whether, if he had resided among his people, such necessities 
for almsgiving had ever arisen? Did he inquire how far 
his own desertion of his tenantry, his ignorance of their 
state, his indifference to their condition, had fostered these 
growing evils? Could he acquit himself of the guilt of 
deriving all the appliances of his ease and enjoyment from 
those whose struggles to supply them were made under the 
pressure of disease and hunger? Was unconsciousness of 
all this an excuse suflicient to stifle remorse? Oh, it is not 
the moneyed wealth dispensed by the resident great man; 
it is not the stream of affluence, flowing in its thousand tiny 
rills, and fertilizing as it goes, we want. It is far more 
the kindly influence of those virtues which find their con- 
genial soil in easy circumstances; benevolence, sympathy, 
succor in sickness, friendly counsel in distress, timely aid 
in trouble, encouragement to the faint-hearted, caution to 
the oyer-eager: these are gifts which, giving, make the be- 
stower richer; and these are the benefits which, better than 
gold, foster the charities of life among a people, and bind 
up the human family in a holy and indissoluble league. No 
benevolence from afar, no well wishings from distant lands, 
compensate for the want of them. To neglect such duties 
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is to fail in the great social compact by which the rich and 
poor are united, and, what some may deem of more moment 
still, to resign the rightful influence of property into the 
hands of dangerous and designing men. 

It is in vain to suppose that traditionary deservings will 
elicit gratitude when the present generation are neglectful. 
On the contrary, the comparison of the once resident, now 
absent landlord excites very different feelings; the murmur- 
ings of discontent swell into the louder language of menace; 
and evils, over which no protective power of human origin 
could avail, are ascribed to that class, who, forgetful of one 
great duty, are now accused of causing every calamity. If 
not present to exercise the duties their position demands, 
their absence exaggerates every accusation against them; 
and from the very men, too, who have, by the fact of their 
desertion, succeeded in obtaining the influence that should 
be theirs. 

Owen felt this desertion sorely. Had Mr. Leslie been at 
home, he would at once have had recourse to him. Mr. 
French, the agent, lived on the property, — but Mr. French 
was a ‘Shard man,” and never liked the Connors; indeed, 
he never forgave them for not relinquishing the mountain- 
farm they held, in exchange for another he offered them, as 
he was anxious to preserve the mountain for his own shoot- 
ing. At the time we speak of, intemperance was an Irish 
vice, and one which prevailed largely. Whiskey entered 
into every circumstance and relation of life. It cemented 
friendships and ratified contracts; it celebrated the birth of 
the newly born; it consoled the weeping relatives over the 
grave of the departed; it was a welcome and a bond of 
kindness, and as the stirrup-cup, was the last pledge at 
parting. Men commemorated their prosperity by drink, 
and none dared: to face gloomy fortune without it. Owen 
Connor had recourse to it, as to a friend that never betrayed. 
The easy circumstances, in comparison with many others, 
he enjoyed, left him both means and leisure for such a 
course; and few days passed without his paying a visit to 
the ‘“shebeen-house ” of the village. If the old man noticed 
this new habit, his old prejudices were too strong to make 
him prompt in condemning it. Indeed, he rather regarded 
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it as a natural consequence of their bettered fortune, that 
Owen should frequent these places; and as he never returned 
actually drunk, and always brought back with him the cur- 
rent rumors of the day, as gathered from newspapers and 
passing gossip, his father relied on such scraps of informa- 
tion for his evening’s amusement over the fire. 

It was somewhat later than usual that Owen was return- 
ing home one night, and the old man, anxious and uneasy 
at his absence, had wandered part of the way to meet him, 
when he saw him coming slowly forward, with that heavy 
weariness of step deep grief and pre-occupation inspire. 
When the young man had come within speaking distance of 
his father, he halted suddenly, and, looking up at him, ex- 
claimed, ‘*There’s sorrowful news for ye to-night, father! ” 

**T knew it! I knew it well!” said the old man, as he 
clasped his hands before him, and seemed preparing himself 
to bear the shock with courage. ‘‘I had a dhrame of it last 
night; and ’tis death, wherever it is.” 

‘*You’re right there. The master’s dead!” 

Not another word was spoken by either, as side by side 
they slowly ascended the mountain-path. It was only when 
seated at the fireside that Owen regained sufficient collected- 
ness to detail the particulars he had learned in the village. 
Mr. Leslie had died of the cholera at Paris. The malady 
had just broken out in that city, and he was among its 
earliest victims. The terrors which that dreadful pestilence 
inspired, reached every remote part of Europe, and at last, 
with all the aggravated horrors of its devastating career, 
swept across Ireland. The same letter which brought the 
tidings of Mr. Leslie’s death, was the first intelligence of 
the plague. A scourge so awful needed not the fears of the 
ignorant to exaggerate its terrors; yet men seemed to vie 
with each other in their dreadful conjectures regarding it. 

All the sad interest the landlord’s sudden death would 
have occasioned under other circumstances was merged in 
the fearful malady of which he died. Men heard with 
almost apathy of the events that were announced as likely 
to succeed in the management of the property, and only 
listened with eagerness if the pestilence were mentioned. 
Already its arrival in England was declared; and the last 
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lingering hope of the devotee was, that the holy island of 
St. Patrick might escape its ravages. Few cared to hear 
what a few weeks back had been welcome news, — that the 
old agent was to be dismissed, and a new one appointed. 
The speculations which once would have been rife enough, 
were now silent. There was but one terrible topic in every 
heart and on every tongue, — the cholera. 

The inhabitants of great cities, with wide sources of infor- 
mation available, and free conversation with each other, can 
scarcely estimate the additional degree of terror the prospect 
of a dreadful epidemic inspires among the dwellers in unfre- 
quented rural districts. The cloud, not bigger than a man’s 
hand at first, gradually expands itself, until the whole sur- 
face of earth is darkened by its shadow. The business of 
life stands still; the care for the morrow is lost; the prone- 
ness to indulge in the gloomiest anticipations common 
calamity invariably suggests, heightens the real evil, and 
disease finds its victims more than doomed at its first 
approach. In this state of agonizing suspense, when rumors 
arose to be contradicted, reasserted, and again disproved, 
came the tidings that the cholera was in Dublin. The same 
week it had broken out in many other places; at last the 
report went, that a poor man who had gone into the market 
of Galway to sell his turf was found dead on the steps of 
the chapel. Then followed the whole array of precautionary 
measures, and advices, and boards of health. Then it was 
announced the plague was raging fearfully,— the hospitals 
crowded, death in every street. 

Terrible and appalling as these tidings were, the fearful 
fact never realized itself in the little district we speak of, 
until a death occurred in the town close by. He was a 
shopkeeper in Oughterarde, and known to the whole neigh- 
borhood. This solitary instance brought with it more of 
dreadful meaning than all the shock of distant calamity. 
The heart-rending wail of those who listened to the news 
smote many more with the cold tremor of coming death. 
Another case soon followed, a third, and a fourth succeeded, 
all fatal; and the disease was among them. 

It is only when a malady, generally fatal, is associated 
with the terrors of contagion, that the measure of horror and 
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dread flows over. When the sympathy which suffering sick- 
ness Calls for is yielded in a spirit of almost despair, and 
the ministerings to the dying are but the prelude to the 
same state, then, indeed, death is armed with all his terrors. 
No people are more remarkable for the charities of the sick- 
bed than the poor Irish. It is with them less a sentiment 
than a religious instinct; and though they watched the 
course of the pestilence, and saw few, if any, escape death 
who took it, their devotion never failed them. They prac- 
tised, with such skill as they possessed, every remedy in 
turn. They who trembled but an hour before at the word 
when spoken, faced the danger itself with a bold heart; and 
while the insidious signs of the disease were already upon 
them, while their wearied limbs and clammy hands _ be- 
spoke that their own hour was come, they did not desist 
from their good offices until past the power to render 
them. 

It was spring-time, the season more than usually mild, 
the prospects of the year were already favorable, and all the 
signs of abundance rife in the land. What a contrast the 
scene without to that presented by the interior of each dwell- 
ing! There death and dismay were met with at every step. 
The old man and the infant prostrated by the same stroke; 
the strong and vigorous youth who went forth to labor in 
the morning, at noon a feeble, broken-spirited creature, at 
sunset a corpse. 

As the minds and temperaments of men were fashioned, 
so did-fear operate upon them. Some it made reckless and 
desperate, careless of what should happen, and indifferent 
to every measure of precaution; some became paralyzed 
with fear, and seemed unable to make an effort for safety, 
were it even attainable; others, exaggerating every care and 
caution, lived a life of unceasing terror and anxiety; while 
a few—they were, unfortunately, a very few —summoned 
courage to meet the danger in a spirit of calm and resolute 
determination; while in their reformed habits it might be 
seen how thoroughly they felt that their own hour might 
be a brief one. Among these was Owen Connor. From 
the day the malady appeared in the neighborhood, he never 
entered the public-house of the village, but, devoting himself 
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to the work of kindness the emergency called for, went 
from cabin to cabin, rendering every service in his power. 
The poorest depended on him for the supply of such little 
comforts as they possessed, for at every market-day he sold 
a sheep or a lamb to provide them; the better-off looked to 
him for advice and counsel, following his directions as im- 
plicitly as though he were a physician of great skill. All 
recognized his devotedness in their cause, and his very 
name was a talisman for courage in every humble cabin 
around. His little ass-cart, the only wheeled vehicle that 
ever ascended the mountain where he lived, was seen each 
morning moving from door to door, while Owen brought 
either some small purchase he was commissioned to make 
at Oughterarde, or left with the more humble some offering 
of his own benevolence. 

“There ’s the salt ye bid me buy, Mary Cooney; and 
here ’s fourpence out of it, — do ye all be well, still?” 

‘*We are, and thank ye, Owen.” 

‘*The Lord keep ye so! How’s Ned Daly?” 

‘*He’s off, Owen dear; his brother James is making the 
coftin; poor boy, he looks very weak himself this morning.” 

The cart moved on, and at length stopped at a small hovel 
built against the side of a clay ditch. It was a mere 
assemblage of wet sods with the grass still growing, and 
covered by some branches of trees and loose straw over them. 
Owen halted the ass at the opening of the miserable den, 
through which the smoke now issued, and at the same 
moment a2 man, stooping double to permit him to pass out 
into the open air, came forward; he was apparently about 
fifty years of age, — his real age was not thirty; originally 
a well-formed and stout-built fellow, starvation and want 
had made him a mere skeleton. His clothes were a ragged 
coat, which he wore next his skin, for shirt he had none, 
and a pair of worn corduroy trousers; he had neither hat, 
shoes, nor stockings; but still all these signs of destitu- 
tion were nothing in comparison with the misery displayed 
in his countenance. Except that his lip trembled with a 
convulsive shiver, not a feature moved; the cheeks were 
livid and flattened; the dull gray eyes had lost all the light 
of intelligence, and stared vacantly before him. 
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“Well, Martin, how is she?” 

‘*T don’t know, Owen dear,” said he, in a faltering voice; 
‘‘maybe ’t is sleeping she is.” 

Owen followed him within the hut, and stooping down to 
the fire, lighted a piece of bogwood to enable him to see. 


On the ground, covered only by a ragged frieze coat, lay a 
young woman quite dead; her arm, emaciated and livid, 
was wrapped round a little child of about three years old, 
still sleeping on the cold bosom of its mother. 

‘*You must take little Patsy away,” said Owen in a whis- 
per, as he lifted the boy in his arms; ‘‘se’s happy now.” 
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The young man fell upon his knees and kissed the corpse, 
but spoke not a word; grief had stupefied his senses, and 
he was like one but half awake. ‘‘Come with me, Martin; 
come with me, and I'll settle everything for you.” He 
obeyed mechanically, and before quitting the cabin, placed 
some turf upon the fire, as he was wont todo. The action 
was a simple one, but it brought the tears into Owen's eyes. 
“‘T’ll take care of Patsy for you till you want him. He’s 
fond of me of ould, and won’t be lonesome with me;” and 
Owen wrapped the child in his great-coat, and moved 
forwards. 

When they had advanced a few paces, Martin stepped 
suddenly, and muttered, ‘‘She has nothing to drink!” and 
then, as if remembering vaguely what had happened, added, 
“It’s a long sleep, Ellen dear!” 

Owen gave the directions for the funeral, and leaving poor 
Martin in the house of one of the cottiers near, where he sat 
down beside the hearth and never uttered a word, he went 
on his way with little Patsy still asleep within his arms. 

‘*Where are you going, Peggy?” asked Owen, as an old 
lame woman moved past as rapidly as her infirmity would 
permit; ‘‘you’re in a hurry this morning.” 

‘*So Iam, Owen Connor; these is the busy times wid me. 
I streaked five to-day, early as it is, and I’m going now 
over to Phil Joyce’s. What’s the matter wid yourself, 
Owen? Sit down, avich, and taste this.” 

‘*What’s wrong at Phil’s?” asked Owen, with a choking 
fulness in his throat. 

‘¢ It’s the little brother he has; Billy’s got it, they say.” 

“Is Mary Joyce well — did ye hear?” 

‘¢Errah! she’s well enough now, but she may be low 
before night,” muttered the crone; while she added, with a 
fiendish laugh, ‘‘ her purty faytures won’t save her now, no 
more nor the rest of us.” 

‘*There’s a bottle of port wine, Peggy; take it with ye, 
dear. “Tis the finest thing at all, I’m tould, for keeping it 
off, — get Mary to take a glass of it; but mind now, for the 
love 0’ ye, never say it was me gav it. There’s bad blood 
between the Joyces and me, ye understand.” 

‘* Ay, ay, I know well enough,” said the hag, clutching 


_ 


THE SECOND ERA. 999 


the bottle eagerly, while, opening a gate on the roadside, she 
hobbled on her way towards Phil Joyce’s cabin. 

It was near evening as Owen was enabled to turn home- 
wards; for besides having a great many places to visit, he 
was obliged to stop twice to get poor Patsy something to 
eat, the little fellow being almost in a state of starvation. 
At length he faced towards the mountain, and with a sad 
heart and weary step plodded along. 

‘* Is poor Ellen buried? ” said he, as he passed the carpen- 
ter’s door, where the coffin had been ordered. 

‘* She ’s just laid in the mould — awhile ago.” 

‘“‘T hope Martin bears up better; did you see him 
lately?” 

‘* This is for him,” said the carpenter, striking a board 
with his hammer; ‘‘ he’s at peace now.” 

** Martin! sure he’s not dead? — Martin Neal, I mean.” 

‘*So do I too; he had it on him since morning, they 
say ; but he just slipped away without a word or a moan.” 

**Q God, be good to us, but the times is dreadful! ” 
ejaculated Owen. 

‘¢Some says it’s the ind of the world’s comin’,” said an 
old man, that sat moving his stick listlessly among the 
shavings; ‘‘and ’t would be well for most of us it was, 
too.” 

‘¢ Thrue for you, Billy; there’s no help for the poor.” 

No sentiment could meet more general acceptance than 
this, — none less likely to provoke denial. Thrown upon 
each other for acts of kindness and benevolence, they felt 
from how narrow a store each contributed to another’s 
wants, and knew well all the privations that charity like this 
necessitated, at the same time that they felt themselves de- 
serted by those whose generosity might have been exercised 
without sacrificing a single enjoyment, or interfering with 
the pursuit of any accustomed pleasure. 

There is no more common theme than the ingratitude 
of the poor, —their selfishness and hard-heartedness; and 
unquestionably a life of poverty is but an indifferent teacher 
of fine feelings or gentle emotions. The dreary monotony 
of their daily lives, the unvarying sameness of the life-long 


struggle. between labor and want, are little suggestive of any 
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other spirit than a dark and brooding melancholy; and it 
were well, besides, to ask if they who call themselves 
benefactors have been really generous, and not merely just? 
We speak more particularly of the relations which exist 
between the owner of the land and those who till it; and 
where benevolence is a duty, and not a virtue depending on 
the will; not that they in whose behalf it is ever exercised 
regard it in this light, — very far from it! Their thankful- 
ness for benefits is generally most disproportioned to their 
extent; but we are dissatisfied because our charity has not 
changed the whole current of their fortunes, and that the 
favors which cost us so little to bestow, should not become 
the ruling principle of their lives. 

Owen reflected deeply on these things as he ascended 
the mountain-road. The orphan child he carried in his arms 
pressed such thoughts upon him, and he wondered why rich 
men denied themselves the pleasures of benevolence. He 
did not know that many great men enjoyed the happiness, 
but that it was made conformable to their high estate by 
institutions and establishments, by boards and committees 
and guardians, by all the pomp and circumstance of stuecoed 
buildings and liveried attendants. That to save themselves 
the burden of memory, their good deeds were chronicled in 
lists of ‘‘ founders’ and ‘*‘ life-subsecribers,” and their names 
set forth in newspapers; while, to protect their finer natures 
from the rude assaults of actual misery, they deputed others 
to be the stewards of their bounty. 

Owen did not know all this, or he had doubtless been less 
unjust regarding such persons. He never so much as heard 
of the pains that are taken to ward off the very sight of 
poverty, and all the appliances employed to exclude suffering 
from the gaze of the wealthy. All his little experience told 
him was, how much of good might be done within the sphere 
around him by one possessed of affluence. There was not a 
cabin around where he could not point to some object claim- 
ing aid or assistance. Even in seasons of comparative com- 
fort and abundance, what a deal of misery still existed; and 
what a blessing it would bring on him who sought it out, to 
compassionate and relieve it! So Owen thought, and so he 
felt too; not the less strongly that another heart then beat 
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against his own, the little pulses sending a gush of wild 
delight through his bosom as he revelled in the ecstasy of 
benevolence. The child awoke, and looked wildly about 
him; but when he recognized in whose arms he was, he 
smiled happily, and cried, ‘‘Nony, Nony,” the name by 
which Owen was known among all the children of the village 
and its neighborhood. 

** Yes, Patsy,” said Owen, kissing him, ‘‘ your own Nony! 


you ’re coming home with him to see what a nice house he 
has upon the mountain for you, and the purty lake near it, 
and the fish swimming in it.” 

The little fellow clapped his hands with glee, and seemed 
delighted at all he heard. 

*¢ Poor darlin’,” muttered Owen, sorrowfully; ‘‘ he does n’t 
know ’tis the sad day for him; ” and as he spoke, the wind 
from the valley bore on it the mournful cadence of a death- 
cry, as a funeral moved along the road. ‘‘His father’s 
berrin’!” added he. ‘‘God help us! how fast misfortune 
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does be overtaking us at the time our heart’s happiest! It 
will be many a day before he knows all this morning cost 
him.” 

The little child meanwhile caught the sounds, and, starting 
up in Owen’s arms, he strained his eyes to watch the funeral 
procession as it slowly passed on. Owen held him up for a 
few seconds to see it, and wiped the large tears that started 
to his own eyes. ‘* Maybe Martin and poor Ellen ’s looking 
down on us now!” and with that he laid the little boy back 
in his arms and plodded forward. 

It was but seldom that Owen Connor ascended that steep 
way without halting to look down on the wide valley, and the 
lake, and the distant mountains beyond it. The scene was 
one of which he never wearied; indeed, its familiarity had 
charms for him greater and higher than mere picturesque 
beauty can bestow. Each humble cabin with its little family 
was known to him; he was well read in the story of their 
lives; he had mingled in all their hopes and fears from child- 
hood to old age; and as the lights trembled through the 
dark night and spangled the broad expanse, he could bring 
before his mind’s eye the humble hearths round which they 
sat, and think he almost heard their voices. Now he heeded 
not these things, but steadily bent his steps towards home. 

At last the twinkle of a star-like light showed that he was 
near his journey’s end. It shone from the deep shadow of a 
little glen, in which his cabin stood. The seclusion of the 
spot was in Owen’s eyes its greatest charm. Like all men 
who have lived much alone, he set no common store by the 
pleasures of solitude, and fancied that most if not all of his 
happiness was derived from this source. At this moment his 
gratitude was more than usual, as he muttered to himself, 
‘‘Thank God for it! we’ve a snug little place away from 
the sickness, and no house near us at all; ” and with this 
comforting reflection he drew near the cabin. The door, 
contrary to custom at nightfall, lay open; and Owen, pain- 
fully alive to any suspicious sign, from the state of anxiety 
his mind had suffered, entered hastily. 

‘‘ Father! where are you?” said he quickly, not seeing 
the old man in his accustomed place beside the fire; but 
there was no answer. Laying the child down, Owen passed 
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into the little chamber which served as the old man’s bed- 
room, and where now he lay stretched upon the bed in his 
clothes. ‘‘ Are ye sick, father? What ails ye, father 
dear?” asked the young man, as he took his hand in his 
own. , 

** I’m glad ye ’ve come at last, Owen,” replied his father, 
feebly. ‘*I’ve got the sickness, and am going fast.” 

‘* No, no, father! don’t be down-hearted!” cried Owen, 
with a desperate effort to suggest the courage he did not feel; 
for the touch of the cold wet hand had already told him the 
sad secret. ‘*’T is a turn ye have.” 

** Well, maybe so,” said he, with a sigh; ‘‘ but there’s a 
cowld feeling about my heart I never knew afore. Get me 
@ warm drink, anyway.” 

While Owen prepared some cordial from the little store he 
usually dispensed among the people, his father told him that 
a boy from a sick house had called at the cabin that morning’ 
to seek for Owen, and from him, in all likelihood, he must 
have caught the malady. ‘‘I remember,” said the old man, 
‘‘that he was quite dark in the skin, and was weak in his 
limbs as he walked.” 

“ Ayeh!” muttered Owen, ‘ ay it was the ‘ disease’ he had, 
sorra bit of this mountain he’d ever get up. The strongest 
men can’t lift a cup of wather to their lips, when it’s on them; 
but there’s a great scarcity in the glen, and maybe the boy 
ate nothing before he set out.” 

Although Owen’s explanation was the correct one, it did 
not satisfy the old man’s mind, who, besides feeling con- 
vinced of his having the malady, could not credit his tak- 
ing it by other means than contagion. Owen never quitted 
his side, and multiplied cares and attentions of every kind ; 
but it was plain the disease was gaining ground, for ere mid- 
night the old man’s strength was greatly gone, and his voice 
sunk to a mere whisper. Yet the malady was characterized 
by none of the symptoms of the prevailing epidemic, save 
slight cramps, of which from time to time he complained. 
His case seemed one of utter exhaustion. His mind was 
clear and calm; and although unable to speak, except in 
short and broken sentences, no trait of wandering intel- 
lect appeared. His malady was a common one among 
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those whose fears, greatly excited by the disease, usually 
induced symptoms of prostration and debility as great, if 
not as rapid, as those of actual cholera. Meanwhile his 
thoughts were alternately turning from his own condition 
to that of the people in the glen, for whom he felt the 
deepest compassion. ‘God help them!” was his constant 
expression. ‘Sickness is the sore thing; but starvation 
makes it dreadful. And so Luke Clancy’s dead! Poor ould 
Luke he was seventy-one in Michaelmas. And Martin, too! 
he was a fine man.” 

The old man slept, or seemed to sleep, for some hours, and 
on waking it was clear daylight. ‘* Owen, dear! I wish,” said 
he, ‘‘I could see the priest; but you mustn’t lave me; I 
could n’t bear that now.” 

Poor Owen’s thoughts were that moment occupied on the 
same subject, and he was torturing himself to think of any 
Yneans of obtaining Father John’s assistance, without being 
obliged to go for him himself.” 

‘¢T’ll go, and be back here in an hour, — ay, or less,” said 
he, eagerly; for terrible as death was to him, the thought 
of seeing his father die unanointed was still more so. 

‘¢ In an hour, — where ’ll I bein an hour, Owen dear? The 
blessed Virgin knows well, it was n’t my fault, — I’d have the 
priest av I could, — and sure, Owen, you ’ll not begrudge me 
masses when I’m gone. What’s that? It’s like a child cry- 
ing out there?” 

‘Tis poor Martin’s little boy I took home with me, — 
he’s lost father and mother this day ;” and so saying, Owen 
hastened to see what ailed the child. ‘* Yer sarvent, sir,” 
said Owen, as he perceived a stout-built, coarse-looking man, 
with a bull-terrier at his heels, standing in the middle of the 
floor. ‘‘ Yer sarvent, sir. Who do ye want here?” 

‘** Are you Owen Connor?” said the man, gruffly. 

‘That same,” replied Owen, as sturdily. 

‘¢Then this is notice for you to come up to Mr. Lucas’s 
office in Galway before the twenty-fifth, with your rent, or 
the receipt for it, whichever you like best.” 

‘¢ And who is Mr. Lucas when he’s at home?” said Owen, 
half sneeringly. 

‘* Youll know him when you see him,” rejoined the 
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other, turning to leave the cabin, as he threw a printed 
paper on the dresser; and then, as if thinking he had 
not been formal enough in his mission, added: ‘* Mr. Lucas 
is agent to your landlord, Mr. Leslie; and I’ll give you a 
bit of advice: keep a civil tongue in your head with him, 
and it will do you no harm.” 

This counsel, delivered much more in a tone of menace 
than of friendly advice, concluded the interview; for, hav- 
ing spoken, the fellow left the cabin, and began to descend 
the mountain. 

Owen’s heart swelled fiercely, —a flood of conflicting 
emotions were warring within it; and as he turned to 
throw the paper into the fire, his eye caught the date, 16th 
March. ‘St. Patrick’s Eve, the very day I saved his 
life,” said he, bitterly. ‘Sure I knew well enough how it 
would be when the landlord died! Well, well, if my poor 
ould father doesn’t know it, it’s no matter. Well, Patsy, 
acushla, what are ye crying for? There, my boy, don’t be 
afeard, ’tis Nony’s with ye.” 

The accents so kindly uttered quieted the little fellow in 
a moment, and in a few minutes after he was again asleep 
in the old straw chair beside the fire. Brief as Owen’s 
absence had been, the old man seemed much worse as he 
entered the room. ‘‘God forgive me, Owen darling,” said 
he, ‘‘ but it wasn’t my poor sowl I was thinking of that 
minit. I was thinking that you must get a letter wrote to 
the young landlord about this little place, —I’m sure he ’ll 
never say a word about rent, no more nor his father; and 
as the times was n’t good lately —” 

‘¢There, there, father,” interrupted Owen, who felt 
shocked at the old man’s not turning his thoughts in an- 
other direction; ‘‘ never mind those things,” said he. ‘* Who 
knows which of us will be left? The sickness does n’t spare 
the young, no more than the ould.” 

‘¢ Nor the rich, no more nor the poor,” chimed in the 
old man, with a kind of bitter satisfaction, as he thought on 
the landlord’s death; for of such incongruous motives is 
man made up, that calamities come lighter when they in- 
volve the fall of those in station above our own. ‘*’Tis 
a fine day, seemingly,” said he, suddenly changing the 
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current of his thoughts, “‘and iligant weather for the 
country; we’ll have to turn in the sheep over that wheat ; 
it will be too rank: ayeh,” cried he, with a deep sigh, 
‘¢T’ll not be here to see it;” and for once the emotions 
no dread of futurity could awaken were realized by worldly 
considerations, and the old man wept like a child. 

‘¢ What time of the month is it?” asked he, after a long 
interval in which neither spoke; for Owen was not really 
sorry that even thus painfully the old man’s thoughts should 
be turned towards eternity. 

‘*¢’T is the seventeenth, father, a holy-day all over Ireland!” 

‘Ts there many at the ‘ station’? — Look out at the door 
and see.” 

Owen ascended a little rising ground in front of the cabin, 
from which the whole valley was visible; but, except a 
group that followed a funeral upon the road, he could see 
no human thing around. The green where the ‘ stations ” 
were celebrated was totally deserted. There were neither 
tents nor people; the panic of the plague had driven all 
ideas of revelry from the minds of the most reckless; and, 
even to observe the duties of religion, men feared to as- 
semble in numbers. So long as the misfortune was at a 
distance, they could mingle their prayers in common, and 
entreat for mercy; but when death knocked at every door, 
the terror became almost despair. 

‘* Ts the ‘ stations’ going on?” asked the old man, eagerly, 
as Owen re-entered the room. ‘‘Is the people at the holy 
well? ” 

‘¢T don’t see many stirring at all to-day,” was the cautious 
answer; for Owen scrupled to inflict any avoidable pain 
upon his mind. 

‘‘ Lift me up, then!” cried he, suddenly, and with a 
voice stronger, from a violent effort of his will. ‘+ Lift 
me up to the window, till I see the blessed cross; and 
maybe I’d get a prayer among them. Come, be quick, 
Owen!” 

Owen hastened to comply with his request; but already 
the old man’s eyes were glazed and filmy. The effort had 
but hastened the moment of his doom; and with a low, 
faint sigh, he lay back and died. 
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To the Irish peasantry, who, more than any other people 
of Europe, are accustomed to bestow care and attention 
on the funerals of their friends and relatives, the cholera, 
in its necessity for speedy interment, was increased in 
terrors tenfold. The honors which they were wont to lav- 
ish on the dead — the ceremonial of the wake, the mingled 
merriment and sorrow, the profusion with which they 
spent the hoarded gains of hard-working labor, and_ lastly 
the long train to the churchyard, evidencing the respect 
entertained for the departed — should all be foregone; for 
had not prudence forbid their assembling in numbers, and 
thus incurring the chances of contagion, which, whether real 
or not, they firmly believed in, the work of death was too 
widely disseminated to make such gatherings possible. Each 
had some one to lament within the limits of his own family, 
and private sorrow left little room for public sympathy. 
No longer then was the road filled by people on horseback 
and foot, as the funeral procession moved forth. The 
death-wail sounded no more. To chant the requiem of the 
departed, a few—a very few — immediate friends followed 
the body to the grave, in silence unbroken. Sad _ hearts, 
indeed, they brought, and broken spirits; for in this season 
of pestilence few dared to hope. 

By noon Owen was seen descending the mountain to the 
village, to make the last preparations for the old man’s 
funeral. He carried little Patsy in his arms; for he 
could not leave the poor child alone, and in the house of 
death. The claims of infancy would seem never stronger 
than in the heart sorrowing over death. The grief that 
carries the sufferer in his mind’s eye over the limits of this 
world, is arrested by the tender ties which bind him to life 
in the young. There is, besides, a hopefulness in early life 
— it is, perhaps, its chief characteristic — that combats sor- 
row better than all the caresses of friendship and all the 
consolations of age. Owen felt this now; he never knew 
it before. But yesterday, and his father’s death had left 
him without one in the world on whom to fix a hope; and 
already, from his misery, there arose that one gleam that 
now twinkled like a star in the sky of midnight. The little 
child he had taken for his own was a world to him; and as 
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he went, he prayed fervently that poor Patsy might be 
spared to him through this terrible pestilence. 

When Owen reached the carpenter’s, there were several 
people there; some standing moodily brooding over recent 
bereavements; others spoke in low whispers, as if fearful of 
disturbing the silence; but all were sorrow-struck and sad. 

‘*How is the ould man, Owen?” said one of the group, as 
he came forward. 

‘‘He’s better off than us, I trust in God!” said Owen, 
with a quivering lip. ‘He went to rest this morning.” 

A muttered prayer from all around showed how general 
was the feeling of kindness entertained towards the Connors. 

“When did he take it, Owen?” 

“T don’t know that he tuk it at all; but when I came home 
last night, he was lying on the bed, weak and powerless, and 
he slept away, with scarce a pain, till daybreak; then —” 

“He ’s in glory now, I pray God!” muttered an old man 
with a white beard. ‘‘We were born in the same year, and 
I knew him since I was a child, like that in your arms; and 
a good man he was.” 

‘“‘Whose is the child, Owen?” said another in the crowd. 

‘*Martin Neal’s,” whispered Owen; for he feared that the 
little fellow might catch the words. ‘‘What’s the matter 
with Miles? He looks very low this morning.” 

This question referred to a large powerful-looking man, 
who, with a smith’s apron twisted round his waist, sat with- 
out speaking in a corner of the shop. 

‘‘T’m afeard he’s in a bad way,” whispered the man to 
whom he spoke. ‘*There was a process-server, or a bailiff, 
or something of the kind, serving notices through the town- 
land yesterday, and he lost a shoe off his baste, and would 
have Miles out to put it on, tho’ we all tould him that he 
buried his daughter —a fine grown girl — that mornin’. 
And what does the fellow do but goes and knocks at the 
forge till Miles comes out? You know Miles Regan, so I 
need n’t say there was n’t many words passed between them. 
In less nor two minutes — whatever the bailiff said — Miles 
tuck him by the throat, and pulled him down from the 
horse, and dragged him along to the lake, and flung him in. 
’T was the Lord’s marcy he knew how to swim; but we 
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don’t know what'll be done to Miles yet, for he was the 
new agent’s man.” 

‘*Was he a big fellow, with a bull-dog following him?” 
asked Owen. 

‘“*No; that’s another; sure there ’s three or four 
~, of them goin’ about. We hear that bad as ould 
\ \. French was, the new one is worse.” 

Vi) ‘*Well,— well, it’s the will of God!” said 
Owen, in that tone of voice which bespoke 
a willingness for all endurance, so long as 
the consolation remained that the ill was 
not unrecorded above; while he felt that 
all the evils of poverty were little 
in comparison with the loss of 
those nearest and dearest. 
“Come, Patsy, my boy!” 
said he at last, as he 
placed the coffin in 
the ass-cart, and 
turned towards 
the moun- 
tain; and, 
leading 
the little 
fellow by 
the hand, 
he set out 
one sis 
way, — 
“Come 
home.” 
It was 

not until 
he arrived 
at that part 
of the road from which the cabin was visible, that Owen 
knew the whole extent of his bereavement; then, when he 
looked up and saw the door hasped on the outside, and the 
chimney from which no smoke ascended, the full measure 
of his lone condition came at once before him, and he bent 
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over the coffin and wept bitterly. All the old man’s affec- 
tion for him, his kind indulgence and forbearance, his happy 
nature, his simple-heartedness, gushed forth from his mem- 
ory, and he wondered why he had not loved his father, in 
life, a thousand times more, so deeply was he now pene- 
trated by his loss. If this theme did not assuage his 
sorrows, it at least so moulded his heart as to bear them 
in a better spirit; and when, having placed the body in the 
coffin, he knelt down beside it to pray, it was in a calmer 
and more submissive frame of mind than he had yet 
known. 

It was late in the afternoon ere Owen was once more on 
the road down the mountain; for it was necessary — or at 
least believed so — that interment should take place on the 
day of death. 

‘‘T never thought it would be this way you’d go to your 
last home, father dear,” said Owen aloud, and in a voice 
almost stifled with sobs; for the absence of all his friends 
and relatives at such a moment now smote on the poor fel- 
low’s heart as he walked beside the little cart on which the 
coffin was laid. It was, indeed, a sight to move a sterner 
nature than his; the coffin, not reverently carried by bearers, 
and followed by its long train of mourners, but laid slant- 
wise in the cart, the spade and shovel to dig the grave be- 
side it, and Patsy seated on the back of the ass, watching 
with infant glee the motion of the animal, as with careful 
foot he descended the rugged mountain. Poor child! how 
your guileless laughter shook that strong man’s heart with 
agony! 

It was a long and weary way to the old churchyard. The 
narrow road, too, was deeply rutted and worn by wheel- 
tracks; for, alas! it had been trodden by many of late. 
The gray daylight was fast fading as Owen pushed wide the 
old gate and entered. What a change to his eyes did the 
aspect of the place present! The green mounds of earth 
which marked the resting-place of village patriarchs were 
gone; and heaps of fresh-turned clay were seen on every 
side, no longer decorated, as of old, with little emblems of 
affectionate sorrow; no tree, nor stone, not even a wild- 
flower, spoke of the regrets of those who remained. The 


THE SECOND ERA. 311 


graves were rudely fashioned, as if in haste; for so it was, 
— few dared to linger there! 

Seeking out a lone spot near the ruins, Owen began to dig 
the grave, while the little child, in mute astonishment at all 
he saw, looked on. 

‘Why would n’t you stay out in the road, Patsy, and play 
there till Icome to you? This is a cowld damp place for 
you, my boy.” 

“Nony! Nony!” cried the child, looking at him with an 
affectionate smile, as though to say he’d rather be near 
him. 

**Well, well, who knows but you’re right? If it’s the will 
of God to take me, maybe you might as well go too. It’s 
a sore thing to be alone in the world, like me now! ” 

And as he muttered the last few words he ceased digging, 
and rested his head on the cross of the spade. 

‘*Was that you, Patsy? I heard a voice somewhere.” 

The child shook his head in token of dissent. 

**Ayeh! it was only the wind through the old walls; but 
sure it might be nat’ral enough for sighs and sobs to be 
here; there ’s many a one has floated over this damp clay.” 

He resumed his work once more. The night was falling 
fast as Owen stepped from the deep grave, and knelt down 
to say a prayer ere he committed the body to the earth. 

‘*Kneel down, darlin’, here by my side,” said he, placing 
his arm round the little fellow’s waist; ‘‘ ’tis the likes of 
you God loves best;” and joining the tiny hands with his 
own, he uttered a deep and fervent prayer for the soul of the 
departed. ‘‘There, father!” said he, as he arose at last, 
and in a voice as if addressing a living person at his side, 
— “there, father: the Lord, he knows my heart inside me; 
and if walking the world barefoot would give ye peace or 
ease, I’d do it, for you were a kind man and a good father 
to me.” He kissed the coffin as he spoke, and stood silently 
gazing on it. 

Arousing himself with a kind of struggle, he untied the 
cords, and lifted the coffin from the cart. For some 
seconds he busied himself in arranging the ropes beneath 
it, and then ceased suddenly, on remembering that he 
could not lower it into the grave unassisted. 
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“T’]] have to go down the road for some one,” muttered 
he to himself; but as he said this, he perceived at some 
distance off in the churchyard, the figure of a man, as if 
kneeling over a grave. ‘‘The Lord help him, he has his 
grief too!” ejaculated Owen, as he moved towards him. 
On coming nearer, he perceived that the grave was newly 
made, and from its size, evidently that of a child. 

‘“‘T ax your pardon,” said Owen, in a timid voice, after 
waiting for several minutes in the vain expectation that the 
man would look up; ‘J ax your pardon for disturbing 
you, but maybe you’ll be kind enough to help me to lay 
this coffin in the ground. I have nobody with me but a 
child.” 

The man started and looked round. Their eyes met; it 
was Phil Joyce and Owen who now confronted each other. 
But how unlike were both to what they were at their last 
parting! Then vindictive passion, outraged pride, and 
vengeance swelled every feature and tingled in every fibre 
of their frames. Now each stood pale, careworn, and 
dispirited, wearied out by sorrow, and almost broken- 
hearted. Owen was the first to speak. 

‘‘T axed your pardon before I saw you, Phil Joyce, and 
Tax it again now, for disturbing you; but I did n’t know 
you, and I wanted to put my poor father’s body in the 
grave.” 

‘*T didn’t know he was dead,” said Phil, in a hollow 
voice, like one speaking to himself. ‘‘This is poor little 
Billy here;” and he pointed to the mound at his feet. 

‘‘The heavens be his bed this night!” said Owen, 
piously; ‘‘good-night!” and he turned to go away; then 
stopping suddenly, he added, ‘‘Maybe, after all, youll not 
refuse me, and the Lord might be more merciful to us both, 
than if we were to part like enemies.” 

‘‘Owen Connor, I ask your forgiveness,” said Phil, 
stretching forth his hand, while his voice trembled like a 
sick child’s. ‘‘T didn’t think the day would come I’d ever 
do it; but my heart is humble enough now, and maybe 
"t will be lower soon. Will you take my hand?” 

“Will I, Phil? will I, is it? ay, and however ye may 
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change to me after this night, I’ll never forget this.” And 
he grasped the cold fingers in both hands, and pressed 
them ardently, and the two men fell into each other’s arms 
and wept. 

Is it a proud or a humiliating confession for humanity 
— assuredly it is a true one — that the finest and best traits 
of our nature are elicited in our troubles, and not in our 
joys,— that we come out purer through trials than pros- 
perity? Does the chastisement of Heaven teach us better 
than the blessings lavished upon us; or are these gifts the 
compensation sent us for our afflictions, that when poorest 
before man we should be richest before God? Few hearts 
there are which sorrow makes not wiser, — none which are 
not better for it. So it was here. These men, in the con- 
tinuance of good fortune, had been enemies for life; mutual 
hatred had grown up between theny so that each yearned 
for vengeance on the other; and now they walked like 
brothers, only seeking forgiveness of each other, and ask- 
ing pardon for the past. 

The old man was laid in his grave, and they turned to 
leave the churchyard. 

‘*Won’t ye come home with me, Owen?” said Phil, as 
they came to where their roads separated; ‘‘won’t ye come 
and eat your supper with us?” 

Owen’s throat filled up; he could only mutter, ‘‘Not to- 
night, Phil; another time, plaze God.” He had not ventured 
even to ask for Mary, nor did he know whether Phil Joyce 
in his reconciliation might wish a renewal of any intimacy 
with his sister. Such was the reason of Owen’s refusal; 
for, however strange it may seem to some, there is a deli- 
cacy of the heart as well as of good breeding, and one 
advantage it possesses, —it is of all lands, and the fashion 
never changes. 

Poor Owen would have shed his best blood to be able to 
ask after Mary, — to learn how she was, and how she bore 
up under the disasters of the time; but he never mentioned 
her name; and as for Phil Joyce, his gloomy thoughts had 
left no room for others, and he parted from Owen without 
a single allusion to her. ‘‘Good-night, Owen,” said he, 
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“and don’t forget your promise to come and see us 
soon.” 

‘““Good-night, Phil,” Was the answer; ‘‘and I pray a 
blessing on you and yours.” <A slight quivering of the 
voice at the last word was all he sutfered to escape him; 
and they parted. 


ey 


From that day the pestilence began to abate in violence. 
The cases of disease became fewer and less fatal, and at 
last, like a spent bolt, the malady ceased to work its mis- 
chief. Men were slow enough to recognize this bettered 
aspect of their fortune. Calamity had weighed too heavily 
on them to make them rally at once. They still walked like 
those who felt the shadow of death upon them, and were 
fearful lest any imprudent act or word might bring back 
the plague among them. 

With time, however, these features passed off. People 
gradually resumed their wonted habits; and, except where 
the work of death had been more than ordinarily destruc- 
tive, the malady was now treated as “a thing that had 
been.” 

If Owen Connor had not escaped the common misfortune 
of the land, he could at least date one happy event from 
that sad period, — his reconciliation with Phil Joyce. This 
was no passing friendship. The dreadful scenes he had 
witnessed about him had made Phil an altered character. 
The devotion of Owen, his manly indifference to personal 
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risk whenever his services were wanted by another, his 
unsparing benevolence, — all these traits, the mention of 
which at first only irritated and vexed his soul, were now 
remembered in the day of reconciliation; and none felt 
prouder to acknowledge his friendship than his former 
enemy. 

Notwithstanding all this, Owen did not dare to found a 
hope upon his change of fortune; for Mary was even more 
distant and cold to him than ever, as though to show that, 
whatever expectations he might conceive from her brother’s 
friendship, he should not reckon too confidently on her 
feelings. Owen knew not how far he had himself to blame 
for this; he was not aware that his own constrained manner, 
his overacted reserve, had offended Mary to the quick; and 
thus both mutually retreated in misconception and distrust. 
The game of love is the same, whether the players be clad 
in velvet or in hodden gray. Beneath the gilded ceilings of 
a palace or the lowly rafters of a cabin there are the same 
hopes and fears, the same jealousies and distrusts and 
despondings, the wiles and stratagems are all alike; for, 
after all, the stake is human happiness, whether he who 
risks it be a peer or a peasant! 

While Owen vacillated between hope and fear, now resoly- 
ing to hazard an ayowal of his love and take his stand on 
the result, now deeming it better to trust to time and longer 
intimacy, other events were happening around which could 
not fail to interest him deeply. The new agent had com- 
menced his campaign with an activity before unknown. 
Arrears of rent were demanded to be peremptorily paid up; 
leases whose exact conditions had not been fulfilled were 
declared void; tenants occupying sub-let land were noticed 
to quit; and all the threatening signs of that rigid man- 
agement displayed, by which an estate is assumed to be 
“admirably regulated,” and the agent’s duty most eredit- 
ably discharged. 

Many of the arrears were concessions made by the land- 
lord in seasons of hardship and distress, but were unrecorded 
as such in the rent-roll or the tenant’s receipt. There had 
been no intention of ever re-demanding them; and both 
parties had lost sight of the transaction until the sharp 
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glance of a ‘“‘new agent” discovered their existence. So 
of the leases; covenants to build or plant or drain were 
inserted rather as contingencies which prosperity might 
empower than as actual conditions essential to be fulfilled; 
and as for sub-letting, it was simply the act by which a son 
or a daughter was portioned in the world, and enabled to 
commence the work of self-maintenance. 

This slovenly system inflicted many evils. The demand 
of an extravagant rent rendered an abatement not a boon, 
but an act of imperative necessity; and while the over- 
hanging debt supplied the landlord with a means of 
tyranny, it deprived the tenant of all desire to improve his 
condition. ‘*Why should I labor,” said he, “when the 
benefit never can be mine?” The landlord then declaimed 
against ingratitude, at the time that the peasant spoke 
against oppression. Could they both be right? The im- 
possibility of ever becoming independent soon suggested 
that dogged indifference, too often confounded with indolent 
habits. Sustenance was enough for him, who, if he earned 
more, should surrender it; hence the poor man became 
chained to his poverty. It was a weight which grew with 
his strength; privations might as well be incurred with little 
labor as with great; and he sunk down to the condition of 
a mere drudge, careless and despondent. ‘‘He can only 
take all I have!” was the cottier’s philosophy; and the 
maxim suggested a corollary that the ‘‘all” should be as 
little as might be. 

But there were other grievances flowing from this source. 
The extent of these abatements usually depended on the 
representation of the tenants themselves, and such evidences 
as they could produce of their poverty and destitution. 
Hence a whole world of falsehood and dissimulation was 
fostered. Cabins were suffered to stand half-roofed; chil- 
dren left to shiver in rags and nakedness; age and infirmity 
exhibited in attitudes of afflicting privations; habits of 
mendicity encouraged, — all that they might impose upon 
the proprietor, and make him believe that any sum wrung 
from such as these must be an act of cruelty. If these 
schemes were sometimes successful, so in their failure they 
fell as heavy penalties upon the really destitute, for whose 
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privations no pity was felt. Their misery, confounded in 
the general mass of dissimulation, was neglected; and for 
one who prospered in his falsehood, many were visited in 
their affliction. 

That men in such circumstances as these should listen 
with greedy ears to any representation which reflected 
heavily on their wealthier neighbors, is little to be won- 
dered at. The triumph of knavery and falsehood is a bad 
lesson for any people; but the fruitlessness of honest in- 
dustry is, if possible, a worse one. Both were well taught 
by this system. And these things took place, not, be it 
observed, when the landlord or his agent were cruel and 
exacting, — very far from it. They were the instances so 
popularly expatiated on by newspapers and journals; they 
were the cases headed, *‘ Example for Landlords!” ‘**Timely 
Benevolence!” and paragraphed thus: ‘‘We learn, with 
the greatest pleasure, that Mr. Muldrennin, of Kilbally- 
drennin, has, in consideration of the failure of the potato- 
crop, and the severe pressure of the season, kindly abated 
five per cent of all his rents. Let this admirable example 
be generally followed, and we shall once more see,” &c. 
&e. There was no explanatory note to state the actual 
condition of that tenantry, or the amount of that rent from 
which the deduction was made. Mr. Muldrennin was then 
free to run his career of active puffery throughout the king- 
dom, and his tenantry to starve on as before. 

Of all worldly judgments there is one that never fails. 
No man was ever instrumental, either actively or through 
neglect, to another’s demoralization, that he was not made 
to feel the recoil of his conduct on himself. Such had been 
palpably the result here. The confidence of the people 
lost, they had taken to themselves the only advisers in their 
power, and taught themselves to suppose that relief can only 
be effected by legislative enactments or their own efforts. 
This lesson once learned, and they were politicians for life. 
The consequence has been isolation from him to whom once 
all respect and attachment were rendered; distrust and 
dislike follow, — would that the catalogue went no further! 

And again to our story. Owen was at last reminded, by 
the conversation of those about, that he too had received 
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a summons from the new agent to attend at his office in 
Galway, — a visit which, somehow or other, he had at first 
totally neglected; and as the summons was not repeated, 
he finally supposed it had been withdrawn by the agent, on 
learning the condition of his holding. As September drew 
to a close, however, he accompanied Phil Joyce on his way 
to Galway, prepared, if need be, ‘to pay the half-year’s 
rent, but ardently hoping the while it might never be 
demanded. It was a happy morning for poor Owen, — the 
happiest of his whole life. He had gone over early to break- 
fast at Joyce’s, and on reaching the house found Mary 
alone, getting ready the meal. Their usual distance in 
manner continued for some time; each talked of what their 
thoughts were least occupied on; and at last, after many a 
look from the window to see if Phil was coming, and won- 
dering why he did not arrive, Owen drew a heavy sigh and 
said: “It’s no use, Mary; divil a longer can I be suffering 
this way; take me or refuse me you must this morning! 
I know well enough you don’t care for me; but if ye don’t 
like any one else better, who knows but in time, and with 
God’s blessin’, but ye ‘ll be as fond of me as I am of you?” 

‘*And who told ye I didn’t like some one else?” said 
Mary, with a sly glance; and her handsome features bright- 
ened up with a more than common brilliancy. 

‘*The heavens make him good enough to desarve ye, I 
pray this day!” said Owen, with a trembling lip. ‘‘I’ll go 
now! that’s enough! ” 

‘*Won’t ye wait for yer breakfast, Owen Connor? Won’t 
ye stay a bit for my brother?” 

“No, thank ye, ma’am, I’ll not go into Galway to-day.” 

‘*Well. but don’t go without your breakfast. Take a cup 
of tay anyhow, Owen dear!” 

‘*** Owen dear!’ O Mary, jewel! don’t say them words, 
and I laving you forever.” 

The young girl blushed deeply and turned away her head, 
but her crimson neck showed that her shame was not de- 
parted. At the moment Phil burst into the room, and, 
standing for a second with his eyes fixed on each in turn, 
he said: ‘‘Bad scran to ye, for women; but there’s nothing 
but decate and wickedness in ye; divil a pace or ease I 
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ever got when I quarrelled with Owen, and now that we ’re 
friends, ye’re as cross and discontented as ever. ‘Try what 
you can do with her yourself, Owen, my boy; for I give 
her up.” 

‘“‘?T is not for me to thry it,” said Owen, despondingly; 
*¢’tis another has the betther luck.” 

“That’s not true, anyhow,” cried Phil; ‘‘for she told me 
so herself.” 

‘“‘What! Mary, did ye say that?” said Owen, with a 
spring across the room; ‘‘did ye tell him that, darling?” 

‘‘Sure if I did, ye would n’t believe me,” said Mary, with 
a side-look; “ women is nothing but deceit and wickedness.” 

“Sorra else,” cried Owen, throwing his arm round her 
neck and kissing her; ‘‘and I’ll never believe ye again 
when ye say ye don’t love me.” 

‘““’T is a nice way to boil the eggs hard,” said Phil, testily ; 
‘¢ arrah, come over here and eat your breakfast, man; you'll 
have time enough for courting when we come back.” 

There needed not many words to a bargain which was 
already ratified; and before they left the house, the day of 
the wedding was actually fixed. 

It was not without reason, then, that I said it was a happy 
day for Owen. Never did the long miles of the road seem 
so short as now; while, with many a plan for the future, 
and many a day-dream of happiness to come, he went at 
Phil’s side, scarce crediting his good fortune to be real. 

When they arrived at the agent’s office in the square at 
Galway, they found a great many of their neighbors and 
friends already there: some, moody and depressed, yet lin- 
gered about the door, though they had apparently finished 
the business which brought them; others, anxious-looking 
and troubled, were waiting for their turn to enter. They 
were all gathered into little groups and parties, conversing 
eagerly together in Irish; and as each came out of the office, 
he was speedily surrounded by several others, questioning 
him as to how he had fared and what success he met with. 

Few came forth satisfied, —not one happy-looking. 
Some, who were deficient a few shillings, were sent back 
again, and appeared with the money still in their hands, 
which they counted over and over, as if hoping to make it 
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more. Others, trusting to promptitude in their payments, 
were seeking renewal of their tenures at the same rent, and 
found their requests coldly received, and no pledge returned. 
Others, again, met with severe reproaches as to the condition 
of their dwellings and the neglected appearance of their 
farms, with significant hints that slovenly tenants would 


meet with little favor, and, although pleading sickness and 
distress, found the apology but slightly regarded. 

‘¢ We thought the ould agent bad enough; but, faix, this 
one bates him out, entirely.” Such was the comment of 
each and all at the treatment met with, and such the general 
testimony of the crowd. 

‘¢ Owen Connor! Owen Connor!” called out a voice, 
which Owen in a moment recognized as that of the fellow 
who had visited his cabin; and passing through the densely 
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crowded hall, Owen forced his way into the small front 
parlor, where two clerks were seated at a table, writing. 

‘¢Over here; this way, if you please,” said one of them, 
pointing with his pen to the place he should stand in. 
‘¢What’s your name?” 

‘¢OQwen Connor, sir.” 

“ What’s the name of your holding?” 

‘¢Ballydorery, Knockshaughlin, and Cushaglin is the 
townlands, and the mountain is Slieve-na-vick, sir.” 

‘¢Qwen Connor, Owen Connor?” said the clerk, repeating 
the name three or four times over. ‘*Oh, I remember; 
there has been no rent paid on your farm for some years.” 

‘“*You’re right there, sir,” said Owen; ‘‘the landlord, 
God be good to him! tould my poor father —” 

‘¢ Well, well, I have nothing to do with that, —step in- 
side, — Mr. Lucas will speak to you himself; — show this 
man inside, Luffey;”’ and the grim bailiff led the way into the 
back parlor, where two gentlemen were standing with their 
backs to the fire, chatting; they were both young and good- 
looking, and to Owen’s eyes as unlike agents as could be. 

‘Well, what does this honest fellow want? —no abate- 
ment, I hope; a fellow with as good a coat as you have, 
can’t be very ill off.” 

‘¢True for you, yer honor, and I am not,” said Owen, 
in reply to the speaker, who seemed a few years younger 
than the other. ‘*I was bid spake to yer honor about the 
little place I have up the mountains, and that Mr. Leslie 
gave my father rent-free —” 

‘¢Oh, you are the man from Maam, ain’t you?” 

‘<The same, sir; Owen Connor.” 

‘¢ That’s the mountain I told you of, Major,” said Lucas, 
in a whisper; then, turning to Owen, resumed: ‘+ Well, I 
wished to see you very much, and speak to you. I’ve heard 
the story about your getting the land rent-free, and all that; 
but I find no mention of the matter in the books of the es- 
tate; there is not the slightest note nor memorandum, that I 
can see, on the subject; and except your own word, — which 
of course, as far as it goes, is all very well, —I have nothing 
in your favor.” 

While these words were being spoken, Owen went through 
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a thousand tortures; and many a deep conflicting passion 
warred within him. ‘Well, sir,” said he at last, with a 
heavily drawn sigh,— ‘* well, sir, with God’s blessin’, Ill do 
my best; and whatever your honor says is fair, I’ll thry 
and pay it: I suppose I’m undher rent since March last? ” 

‘*March! why, my good fellow, there’s six years due last 
twenty-fifth; what are you thinking of?” 


-* Sure you don’t mean I’m to pay for what was given 
to me and my father?” said Owen, with a wild look that 
almost startled the agent. 

‘¢T] mean precisely what I say,” said Lucas, reddening 
with anger at the tone Owen assumed. ‘‘I mean that you 
owe six years and a half of rent; for which, if you neither 
produce receipt nor money, you’ll never owe another half- 
year for the same holding.” 
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«¢ And that’s flat!” said the Major, laughing. 

‘¢ And that’s flat!” echoed Lucas, joining in the mirth. 

Owen looked from one to the other of the speakers, and 
although never indisposed to enjoy a jest, he could not, for 
the life of him, conceive what possible occasion for merri- 
ment existed at the present moment. 

‘«Plenty of grouse on that mountain, ain’t there?” said 
the Major, tapping his boot with his cane. 

But although the question was addressed to Owen, he 
was too deeply sunk in his own sad musings to pay it any 
attention. 

‘* Don’t you hear, my good fellow? Major Lynedock asks 
if there are not plenty of grouse on the mountain.” 

‘‘Did the present landlord say that I was to pay this 
back rent?” said Owen deliberately, after a moment of 
deep thought. 

‘¢ Mr. Leslie never gave me any particular instructions on 
your account,” said Lucas, smiling; ‘‘ nor do I suppose that 
his intentions regarding you are different from those respect- 
ing other tenants.” 

‘«T saved his life, then!” said Owen; and his eyes flashed 
with indignation as he spoke. 

‘* And you saved a devilish good fellow, I can tell you,” 
said the Major, smiling complacently, as though to hint that 
the act was a very sufficient reward for its own performance. 

‘¢ The sorra much chance he had of coming to the property 
that day, anyhow, till'I came up,” said Owen, in a half- 
soliloquy. 

‘‘What! were the savages about to scalp him, eh?” 
asked the Major. 

Owen turned a scowl towards him that stopped the 
already begun laugh; while Lucas, amazed at the peasant’s 
effrontery, said, ‘*‘ You need n’t wait any longer, my good 
fellow; I have nothing more to say.” 

‘*T was going to ask yer honor, sir,” said Owen, civilly, 
“if I paid the last half-year —TI have it with me —if ye’ll 
let me stay in the place till ye ll ask Mr. Leslie —” 

‘*But you forget, my friend, that a receipt for the last 
half-year is a receipt in full,” said Lucas, interrupting. 

‘¢ Sure, I don’t want the receipt!” said Owen, hurriedly ; 


yy wey 


THE THIRD ERA. » 3825 


“‘keep it yourself. It isn’t mistrusting the word of a 
gentleman I’d be.” 

‘*Eh, Lucas! blarney! I say, blarney, and no mis- 
take!” cried the Major, half suffocated with his own 
drollery. 

‘* By my sowl! it’s little blarney I’d give you, av I had 
ye at the side of Slieve-na-vich,” said Owen; and the look 
he threw towards him left little doubt of his sincerity. 

‘* Leave the room, sir! leave the room!” said Lucas, with 
a gesture towards the door. 

‘* Dare I ax you where Mr. Leslie is now, sir?” said Owen, 
calmly. 

‘*He’s in London: No. 18, Belgrave Square.” 

‘* Would yer honor be so kind as to write it on a bit of 
paper for me?” said Owen, almost obsequiously. 

Lucas sat down and wrote the address upon a card, hand- 
ing it to Owen without a word. 

“I ore ax yer pardon, gentlemen, if I was rude to 
either of ye,” said Owen, with a bow, as he moved towards 
the door; ‘* but distress of mind does n’t improve a man’s 
manners, if even he had more nor I have; but if I get the 
little place yet, and that ye care for a day’s sport — ” 

‘*Eh, damme, you’re not so bad, after all,” said the 
Major: ‘‘I say, Lucas — is he, now?” 

‘‘Your servant, gentlemen,” said Owen, who felt too in- 
dignant at the cool insolence with which his generous pro- 
posal was accepted to trust himself with more; and with 
that he left the room. 

‘¢ Well, Owen, my boy,” said Phil, who, long since having 
paid his own rent, was becoming impatient at his friend’s 


absence; ‘‘ well, Owen, ye might have settled about the 
whole estate by this time. Why did they keep you so 
long?” 


In a yoice tremulous with agitation, Owen repeated the 
result of his interview, adding, as he concluded: ‘* And 
now there’s nothing for it, Phil, bat to see the landlord 
himself, and spake to him. I’ve got the name of the place 
he’s in here, —it’s somewhere in London; and Ill never 
turn my steps to home before I get a sight of him. I’ve 
the half-year’s rent here in my pocket, so that Ill have 
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money enough, and to spare; and I only ax ye, Phil, to tell 
Mary how the whole case is, and to take care of little Patsy 
for me till I come back, — he’s at your house now.” 

‘¢ Never fear, we ’ll take care of him, Owen; and I believe 
you’re doing the best thing, after all.” 

The two friends passed the evening together, at least 
until the time arrived when Owen took his departure by 
the mail. It wasa sad termination to a day which opened 
so joyfully, and not all Phil’s endeavors to rally and encour- 
age his friend could dispossess Owen’s mind of a gloomy fore- 
boding that it was but the beginning of misfortune. ‘I have 
it over me,” was his constant expression as they talked, — 
‘“¢T have it over me that something bad will come out of 
this ;” and although his fears were vague and indescribable, 
they darkened his thoughts as effectually as real evils. 

The last moment came, and Phil, with a hearty ‘‘ God 
speed you,” shook his friend’s hand, and he was gone. 

It would but protract my story, without fulfilling any of 
its objects, to speak of Owen’s journey to England and on 
to London. It was a season of great distress in the manu- 
facturing districts; several large failures had occurred, — 
great stagnation of trade existed, and a general depression 
was observable over the population of the great trading- 
cities. There were daily meetings to consider the condition 
of the working-classes, and the newspapers were crammed 
with speeches and resolutions in their favor. Placards were 
carried about the streets, with terrible announcements of 
distress and privation, and processions of wretched-looking 
men were met with on every side. 

Owen, who, from motives of economy, prosecuted his 
journey on foot, had frequent opportunities of entering the 
dwellings of the poor, and observing their habits and modes 
of life. The everlasting complaints of suffering and want 
rung in his ears from morning till night; and yet to his unac- 
customed eyes the evidences betrayed few, if any, of the 
evils of great poverty. The majority were not without 
bread, —the very poorest had a sufficiency of potatoes. 
Their dwellings were neat-looking and comfortable, and, in 
comparison with what he was used to, actually luxurious. 
Neither were their clothes like the ragged and tattered cover- 
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ings Owen had seen at home. The fustian jackets of the 
men were generally whole and well cared for; but the 
children more than all struck him. In Ireland the young 
are usually the first to feel the pressure of hardship, — their 
scanty clothing rather the requirement of decency than a 
protection against weather; here the children were cleanly 
and comfortably dressed, — none were in rags, few without 
shoes and stockings. 

What such people could mean by talking of distress, 
Owen could by no means comprehend. ‘‘I wish we had a 
little of this kind of poverty in ould Ireland!” was the con- 
stant theme of his thoughts. ‘‘’Tis little they know what 
distress is. Faix, I wondher what they ’d say if they saw 
Connemara?” And yet the privations they endured were 
such as had not been known for many years previous. 
Their sufferings were really great, and the interval between 
their ordinary habits as wide as ever presented itself in the 
fortunes of the poor Irishman’s life. But poverty, after all, 
is merely relative; and they felt that as ‘‘ starvation” which 
Paddy would hail as a season of blessing and abundance. 

‘**With a fine slated house over them, and plenty of furni- 
ture inside, and warm clothes, and enough to eat, — that’s 
what they call distress! Musha! Id like to see them when 
they think they ’re comfortable,” thought Owen, who at last 
lost all patience with such undeserved complainings, and 
could with difficulty restrain himself from an open attack 
on their injustice. 

He arrived in London at last, and the same evening has- 
tened to Belgrave Square; for his thoughts were now, as 
his journey drew to a close, painfully excited at the near 
prospect of seeing his landlord. He found the house with- 
out difficulty; it was a splendid town-mansion, well befitting 
a man of large fortune; and Owen experienced an Irish- 
man’s gratification in the spacious and handsome building 
he saw before him. He knocked, at first timidly, and then, 
as no answer was returned, more boldly; but it was not 
before a third summons that the door was opened, and an 
old mean-looking woman asked him what he wanted. 

‘*T want to see the masther, ma’am, av it’s plazing to ye!” 
said Owen, leaning against the door-jamb as he spoke. 
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‘‘The master? What do you mean?” 

“‘Mr. Leslie himself, the landlord.” 

‘*Mr. Leslie is abroad, — in Italy.” 

“ Abroad! abroad!” echoed Owen, while a sickly faint- 
ness spread itself through his frame. ‘‘He’s not out of 
England, is he?” 

“T’ve told you he’s in Italy, my good man.” 

‘‘Erra! where’s that, at all?” cried Owen, despairingly. 

“‘T’m sure I don’t know; but I can give you the address, 
if you want it.” 

“No, thank ye, ma’am; it’s too late for that now,” said 
he. The old woman closed the door, and the poor fellow 
sat down upon the steps, overcome by this sad and unlooked- 
for result. 

It was evening. The streets were crowded with people, 
—some on foot, some on horseback and in carriages. The 
glare of splendid equipages, the glittering of wealth, — the 
great human tide rolled past, unnoticed by Owen, for his 
own sorrows filled his whole heart. 

Men in all their worldliness — some on errands of pleas- 
ure, some care-worn and thoughtful, some brimful of expec- 
tation, and others downcast and dejected — moved past; 
scarcely one remarked that poor peasant, whose travelled 
and tired look, equally with his humble dress, bespoke one 
who came from afar. 

‘*Well, God help me, what’s best for me to do now?” 
said Owen Connor, as he sat ruminating on his fortune; 
and, unable to find any answer to his own question, he 
arose and walked slowly along, not knowing nor caring 
whither. 

There is no such desolation as that of a large and crowded 
city to him who, friendless and alone, finds himself a wan- 
derer within its walls. The man of education and taste 
looks around him for objects of interest or amusement, yet 
saddened by the thought that he is cut off from all intercourse 
with his fellow-men; but to the poor unlettered stranger 
how doubly depressing are all these things! Far from specu- 
lating on the wealth and prosperity around him, he feels 
crushed and humiliated in its presence. His own humble con- 
dition appears even more lowly in contrast with such evi- 
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dences of splendor; and instinctively he retreats from the 
regions where fashion and rank and riches abound, to the 


' gloomy abodes of less-favored fortunes. 


When Owen awoke the following morning, and looked 
about him in the humble lodging he had selected, he could 
scarcely believe that already the end of his long journey had 
been met by failure. Again and again he endeavored to 
remember if he had seen his landlord, and what reply he 
had received; but except a vague sense of disappointment, 
he could fix on nothing. It was only as he drew near the 
great mansion once more that he could thoroughly recollect 
all that had happened; and then the truth flashed on his 
mind, and he felt all the bitterness of his misfortune. I 
need not dwell on this theme. The poor man turned again 
homeward; why, he could not well have answered, had any 
been cruel enough to ask him. The hope that buoyed him 
up before, now spent and exhausted, his step was slow and 
his heart heavy, while his mind, racked with anxieties and 
dreads, increased his bodily debility, and made each mile 
of the way seem ten. 

On the fourth day of his journey — wet through from 
morning till late in the evening —he was seized with a 
shivering-fit, followed soon after by symptoms of fever. 
The people in whose house he had taken shelter for the 
night had him at once conveyed to the infirmary, where for 
eight weeks he lay dangerously ill; a relapse of his malady, 
on the day before he was to be pronounced convalescent, 
occurred, and the third month was nigh its close ere Owen 
left the hospital. 

It was more than a week ere he could proceed on his jour- 
ney, which he did at last, moving only a few miles each day, 
and halting before nightfall. Thus wearily plodding on, he 
reached Liverpool at last, and about the middle of January 
arrived in his native country once more. 

His strength regained, his bodily vigor restored, he had 
made a long day’s journey to reach home, and it was about 
ten o’clock of a bright and starry night that he crossed the 
mountains that lie between Ballinrobe and Maam. To 
Owen the separation from his home seemed like a thing of 
years long; and his heart was full to bursting as each well- 
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remembered spot appeared, bringing back a thousand asso- 
ciations of his former life. As he strode along, he stopped 
frequently to look down towards the village, where, in each 
light that twinkled, he could mark the different cabins of 
his old friends. At length, the long low farm-house of 
the Joyces came into view, —he could trace it by the line of 
light that glittered from every window, —and from this 
Owen could not easily tear himself away. Muttering a 
heartfelt prayer for those beneath that roof, he at last 
moved on, and near midnight gained the little glen where 
his cabin stood. Secarcely, however, had he reached the 
spot, when the fierce challenge of a dog attracted him. It 
was not his own poor collie, —he knew his voice well, — 
and Owen’s blood ran chilly at the sound of that strange 
bark. He walked on, however, resolutely grasping his stick 
in his hand, and suddenly, as he turned the angle of the 
cliff, there stood his cabin, with a light gleaming from the 
little window. 

‘“*T is Phil Joyce, maybe, has put somebody in to take 
care of the place,” said he; but his fears gave no credence 
to the surmise. 

Again the dog challenged, and at the same moment the 
door was opened, and a man’s voice called out, ‘‘ Who comes 
there?” The glare of the fire at his back showed that he 
held a musket in his hand. 

“*Tis me, Owen Connor,” answered Owen, half sulkily, 
for he felt that indescribable annoyance a man will experi- 
ence at any question as to his approaching his own dwell- 
ing, even though in incognito. 

“Stay back, then,” cried the other; ‘‘if you advance 
another step, Ill send a bullet through you.” 

“Send a bullet through me!” cried Owen, scornfully, yet 
even more astonished than indignant. ‘*Why, isn’t a man 
to be let go to his own house, without being fired at?” 

“T?ll be as good as my word,” said the fellow; and as he 
spoke, Owen saw him lift the gun to his shoulder and stead- 
ily hold it there. ‘‘Move one step now, and you’ll see if 
I’m not.” 

Owen’s first impulse was to rush forward at any hazard, 
and if not wounded to grapple with his adversary; but he 


THE THIRD ERA. 331 


reflected for a second that some great change must have 
occurred in his absence, which, in all likelihood, no act of 
daring on his part could avert or alter. ‘‘I’ll wait for 
morning, anyhow,” thought he; and without another word, 
or deigning any answer to the other, he slowly turned and 
retraced his steps down the mountain. 

There was a small mud hovel at the foot of the mountain, 
where Owen determined to pass the night. The old man 
who lived there had been a herd formerly, but age and 
rheumatism had left him a cripple, and he now lived on the 
charity of his neigbhors. 

‘**Poor Larry! I don’t half like disturbing ye,” said 

Owen, as he arrived at the miserable contrivance of wattles 
that served fora door; but the chill night air and his weary 
feet decided the difficulty, and he called out, ‘‘ Larry — 
Larry Daly! open the door for me, — Owen Connor. ’T is 
me!” 
- The old man slept with the light slumber of age, and 
despite the consequences of his malady, managed to hobble 
to the door in a few seconds. ‘‘Oh! wirra, wirra! Owen, 
my son!” cried he, in Irish; ‘‘I hoped I’d never see ye 
here again, — my own darlin’.” 

“‘That’s a dhroll welcome, anyhow, Larry, for a man 
coming back among his own people.” 

‘*’T is a thrue one, as sure as I live in sin. The Lord 
help us, this is bad fortune.” 

‘*What do you mean, Larry? What did I ever do to dis- 
grace my name, that I would n’t come back here?” 

‘‘°T isn’t what ye done, honey, but what’s done upon 
ye. Oh, wirra, wirra; ’tis a black day that led ye home 
here.” 

It was some time before Owen could induce the old man 
to moderate his sorrows, and relate the events which had 
occurred in his absence. I will not weary my reader by 
retailing the old man’s prolixity, but tell them in the fewest 
words I am able, premising that I must accompany the nar- 
rative by such explanations as I may feel necessary. 

Soon after Owen’s departure for England certain disturb- 
ances occurred through the country. The houses of the 
gentry were broken open at night and searched for arms by 
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men with blackened faces and in various disguises to escape 
recognition. Threatening notices were served on many of 
the resident families, menacing them with the worst if they 
did not speedily comply with certain conditions, either in 
the discharge of some obnoxious individuals from their 
employment, or the restoration of some plot of ground to 
its former holder. Awful denunciations were uttered against 
any who should dare to occupy land from which a former 
tenant was ejected; and so terrible was the vengeance ex- 
acted, and so sudden its execution, that few dared to trans- 
gress the orders of these savage denunciators. The law of 
the land seemed to stand still; justice appeared appalled and 
affrighted by acts which bespoke deep and widespread con- 
spiracy. The magistrates assembled to deliberate on what 
was to be done; and the only one who ventured to propose 
a bold and vigorous course of acting was murdered on his 
way homeward. Meanwhile, Mr. Lucas, whose stern exac- 
tions had given great discontent, seemed determined to carry 
through his measures at any risk. By influence with the 
Government he succeeded in obtaining a considerable police- 
force, and, under cover of these, he issued his distress- 
warrants and executions, distrained and sold, probably with 
a severity increased by the very opposition he met with. 
The measures undertaken by Government to suppress 
outrage failed most signally. The difficulty of arresting a 
suspected individual was great in a country where a large 
force was always necessary. ‘The difficulty of procuring 
evidence against him was still greater; for even such as 
were not banded in the conspiracy had a greater dread of 
the reproach of informer than of any other imputation; 
and when these two conditions were overcome, the last and 
greatest of all difficulties remained behind, — no jury could 
be found to convict when their own lives might pay the 
penalty of their honesty. While thus, on one side, went 
the agent with his cumbrous accompaniments of law- 
officers and parchments, police-constables, and bailiffs, to 
effect a distress or an ejectment, the midnight party with 
arms patrolled the country, firing the haggards and the 
farmhouses, setting all law at defiance, and asserting in 
their own bloody vengeance the supremacy of massacre. 
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Not a day went over without its chronicle of crime; the 
very calendar was red with murder. Friends parted with a 
fervor of feeling that showed none knew if they would meet 
on the morrow; and a dark, gloomy suspicion prevailed 
through the land, each dreading his neighbor, and deeming 
his isolation more secure than all the ties of friendship. 
All the bonds of former love, all the relations of kindred 
and affection, were severed by this terrible league. Brothers, 
father, and sons were arrayed against each other. <A des- 
potism was thus set up which even they who detested dared 
not oppose. The very defiance it hurled at superior power, 
awed and terrified themselves. Nor was this feeling les- 
sened when they saw that these dreadful acts, — acts so 
horrible as to make men shudder at the name of Ireland 
when heard in the farthest corner of Europe, — that these 
had their apologists in the press, that even a designation 
was invented for them, and murder could be spoken of 
patriotically as the ‘‘Wild Justice ” of the people. 

There is a terrible contagion in crime. The man whose 
pure heart had never harbored a bad thought cannot live 
untainted where wickedness is rife. The really base and 
depraved were probably not many; but there were hardships 
and sufferings everywhere; misery abounded in the land, 
—misery too dreadful to contemplate. It was not difficult 
to connect such sufferings with the oppressions, real or 
supposed, of the wealthier classes. Some believed the 
theory with all the avidity of men who grasp at straws 
when drowning; others felt a savage pleasure at the bare 
thought of reversing the game of sufferance; while many, 
mixed up their own wrongs with what they regarded as 
national grievances, and converted their private vengeance 
into a patriotic daring. Few stood utterly aloof, and even 
of these none would betray the rest. 

The temporary success of murder, too, became a horrible 
incentive to its commission. The agent shot, the law he 
had set in motion stood still, the process fell powerless; 
the ‘‘Wild Justice” superseded the glower footsteps of com- 
mon law, and the murderer saw himself installed in safety 
when he ratified his bond in the blood of his victim. 

Habitual poverty involves so much of degradation that 
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recklessness of life is its almost invariable accompaniment; 
and thus, many of these men ceased to speculate on the 
future, and followed the dictates of their leaders in blind 
and dogged submission. There were many, too, who felt a 
kind of savage enthusiasm in the career of danger, and 
actually loved the very hazard of the game. Many more had 
private wrongs— old debts of injury to wipe out — and 
grasped at the occasion to acquit them; but even when no 
direct motives existed, the terror of evil consequences in- 
duced great numbers to ally themselves with this terrible 
conspiracy, and when not active partisans, at least to be 
faithful and secret confidants. 

Among the many dispossessed by the agent was Owen 
Connor. Scarcely had he left the neighborhood than an 
ejectment was served against him; and the bailiff, by whose 
representations Owen was made to appear a man of danger- 
ous character, installed in his mountain-farm. This fellow 
was one of those bold, devil-may-care ruftians, who survive 
in every contest longer than men of more circumspect cour- 
age; and Lucas was not sorry to find that he could establish 
such an outpost in this wild and dreary region. Well 
armed, and provided with a sufficiency of ammunition, he 
promised to maintain his stronghold against any force, —a 
boast not so unreasonable, as there was only one approach 
to the cabin, and that a narrow path on the very verge of a 
precipice. Owen’s unexpected appearance was in his eyes, 
therefore, a signal for battle; he supposed that he was come 
back to assert his ancient right, and in this spirit it was he 
menaced him with instant death if he advanced another step. 
Indeed, he had been more than once threatened that Owen’s 
return would be a ‘‘dark day ” for him, and prepared himself 
for a meeting with him, as an occasion which might prove 
fatal to either. These threats, not sparingly bandied by 
those who felt little inclination to do battle on their own 
account, had become so frequent that many looked for 
Owen’s reappearance as for an event of some moment. 

Old Larry often heard these reports, and well knowing 
Owen’s ardent disposition and passionate temper, and how 
easily he became the tool of others when any deed of more 
than ordinary hazard was presented to him, grieved deeply 
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over the consequences such promptings might lead to; and 
thus it was that he received him with that outburst of sor- 
row for which Owen was little prepared. 

If Owen was shocked as he listened first to the tale of 
anarchy and bloodshed the old man revealed, a savage 
pleasure came over him afterwards, to think what terror 
these midnight maraudings were making in the hearts of 
those who lived in great houses, and had wealth and influ- 
ence. His own wrongs rankled too deeply in his breast to 
make him an impartial hearer; and already many of his 
sympathies were with the insurgents. 

It was almost daybreak ere he could close his eyes; for, 
although tired and worn out, the exciting themes he was 
revolving banished every thought of sleep, and made him 
restless and fretful. His last words to Larry, as he lay down 
to rest, were a desire that he might remain for a day or two 
concealed in his cabin, and that none of the neighbors 
should learn anything of his arrival. The truth was, he had 
not courage to face his former friends, nor could he bear to 
meet the Joyces. What step he purposed to take in the 
mean while, and how to fashion his future course, it is hard 
to say; for the present, he only asked time. 

The whole of the following day he remained within the 
little hut; and when night came, at last ventured forth to 
breathe the fresh air and move his cramped limbs. His 
first object, then, was to go over to Joyce’s house, with no 
intention of visiting its inmates, —far from it. The poor 
fellow had conceived a shrinking horror of the avowal he 
should be compelled to make of his own failure, and did not 
dare to expose himself to such a test. 

The night was dark and starless,— that heavy, clouded 
darkness which follows a day of rain in our western climate, 
and makes the atmosphere seem loaded and weighty. To 
one less accustomed than was Owen, the pathway would 
have been difficult to discover; but he knew it well in every 
turning and winding, every dip of the ground, and every 
rock and streamlet in the course. There was the stillness 
of death on every side; and although Owen stopped more 
than once to listen, not the slightest sound could be heard. 
The gloom and dreariness suited well the ‘‘habit of his 
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soul.” His own thoughts were not of the brightest, and his 
step was slow and his head downcast as he went. 

At last the glimmering of light, hazy and indistinct from 
the foggy atmosphere, came into view, and a few minutes 
after he entered the little enclosure of the small garden 
which flanked one side of the cabin. The quick bark of a 
dog gave token of his approach, and Owen found some 
difficulty in making himself recognized by the animal, 
although an old acquaintance. This done, he crept stealthily 
to the window from which the gleam of light issued. The 
shutters were closed, but between their joinings he obtained 
a view of all within. 

At one side of the fire was Mary, —his own Mary, when 
last he parted with her. She was seated at a spinning- 
wheel, but seemed less occupied with the work than bent 
on listening to some noise without. Phil also stood in the 
attitude of one inclining his ear to catch a sound, and held 
a musket in his hand like one ready to resist attack. <A 
farm-servant, a lad of some eighteen, stood at his side, 
armed with a horse-pistol, his features betraying no very 
equivocal expression of fear and anxiety. Little Patsy 
nestled at Mary’s side, and with his tiny hands had grasped 
her arm closely. 

They stood there, as if spell-bound. It was evident they 
were afraid by the slightest stir to lose the chance of hear- 
ing any noise without; and when Mary at last lifted up her 
head, as if to speak, a quick motion of her brother’s hand 
warned her to be silent. What a history did that group 
reveal to Owen, as, with a heart throbbing fiercely, he gazed 
upon it! Buta few short months back, and the inmates of 
that happy home knew not if at night the door was eyen 
latched; the thought of attack or danger never crossed their 
minds. ‘The lordly dwellers in a castle felt less security in 
their slumbers than did these peasants; now, each night 
brought a renewal of their terrors. It came no longer the 
season of mutual greeting around the wintry hearth, the 
hour of rest and repose; but a time of anxiety and dread, a 
gloomy period of doubt, harassed by every breeze that 
stirred, and every branch that moved. 

‘“°T is nothing this time,” said Phil, at last. ‘‘Thank 
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God for that same!” and he replaced his gun above the 
chimney, while Mary blessed herself devoutly, and seemed 
to repeat a prayer to herself. Owen gave one parting look, 
and retired as noiselessly as he came. 

To creep forth with the dark hours, and stand at this win- 
dow, became with Owen now the whole business of life. 
The weary hours of the day were passed in the expectancy 
of that brief season, — the only respite he enjoyed from the 
corroding cares of his own hard fortune. The dog, recog- 
nizing him, no longer barked as he approached; and he could 
stand unmolested and look at that hearth, beside which he 
was wont once to sit and feel at home. 

Thus was it, as the third week was drawing to a close, 
when old Larry, who had ventured down to the village to 
make some little purchase, brought back the news that 
information had been sworn by the bailiff against Owen 
Connor, for threatening him with death, on pain of his not 
abandoning his farm. The people would none of them give 
any credit to the oath, as none knew of Owen’s return; and 
the allegation was only regarded as another instance of the 
perjury resorted to by their opponents to crush and oppress 
them. 

‘*They ’ll have the police out to-morrow, I hear, to search 
after ye; and sure the way ye’ve kept hid will be a bad 
job if they find ye after all.” 

‘Tf they do, Larry!” said Owen, laughing; ‘‘but I think 
it will puzzle them to do so.” And the very spirit of defi- 
ance prevented Owen at once surrendering himself to the 
charge against him. He knew every cave and hiding-place 
of the mountain, from childhood upwards, and felt proud to 
think how he could baffle all pursuit, no matter how perse- 
vering his enemies. It was essential, however, that he 
should leave his present hiding-place at once; and no sooner 
was it dark than Owen took leave of old Larry and issued 
forth. The rain was falling in torrents, accompanied by a 
perfect hurricane, as he left the cabin; fierce gusty blasts 
swept down the bleak mountain-side, and with wild and 
melancholy cadence poured along the valley; the waters of 
the lake plashed and beat upon the rocky shore; the rushing 
torrents, as they forced their way down the mountain, swelled 
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the uproar, in which the sound of crashing branches and 
even rocks were mingled. 

‘‘?T is a dreary time to take to the cowld mountain for a 
home,” said Owen, as he drew his thick frieze coat around 
him, and turned his shoulder to the storm. ‘‘I hardly 
think the police, or the king’s throops either, will try a 
chase after me this night.” 

There was more of gratified pride in this muttered reflec- 
tion than at first sight might appear; for Owen felt a kind 
of heroism in his own daring at that moment, that supported 
and actually encouraged him in his course. The old spirit 
of bold defiance, which for ages has characterized the 
people; the resolute resistance to authority or to tyranny, 
which centuries have not erased, was strong in his hardy 
nature; and he asked for nothing better than to pit his own 
skill, ingenuity, and endurance against his opponents for 
the mere pleasure of the encounter. 

As there was little question on Owen’s mind that no 
pursuit of him would take place on such a night, he resolved 
to pass the time till daybreak within the walls of the old 
churchyard, the only spot he could think of which promised 
any shelter. There was a little cell or crypt there, where 
he could safely remain till morning. An hour’s walking 
brought him to the little gate, the last time he had entered 
which was at his poor father’s funeral. 

His reflection, now, was rather on his own altered condi- 
tion since that day; but even on that thought he suffered 
himself not to dwell. In fact, a hardy determination to face 
the future, in utter forgetfulness of the past, was the part 
he proposed to himself; and he did his utmost to bend his 
mind to the effort. 

As he drew near the little crypt I have mentioned, he was 
amazed to see the faint flickering of a fire within it. At 
first a superstitious fear held him back, and he rapidly 
repeated some prayers to himself; but the emotion was soon 
over, and he advanced boldly toward it. ‘*Who’s there? 
Stand! or give the word!” said a gruff voice from within. 
Owen stood still, but spoke not. The challenge was like 
that of a sentry, and he half feared he had unwittingly 
strayed within the precincts of a patrol. ‘*Give the word 
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at once, or youll never spake another!” was the savage 
speech which, accompanied by a deep curse, now met his 
ears, while the click of a gun-cock was distinctly audible. 

‘*T’m a poor man, without a home or a shelter,” said 
Owen, calmly; ‘‘and what’s worse, I’m without arms, or 
maybe you wouldn’t talk so brave.” 

“What’s yer name? where are ye from?” 

“T’m Owen Connor; that’s enough for ye, whoever ye 
are,” replied he, resolutely: ‘‘it’s a name I’m not ashamed 
or afraid to say anywhere.” 

The man within the cell threw a handful of dry furze upon 
the smouldering flame, and while he remained concealed 
himself, took a deliberate survey of Owen as he stood close 
to the doorway. ‘‘You’re welcome, Owen,” said he, in an 
altered voice, and one which Owen immediately recognized 
as that of the old blacksmith, Miles Regan; ‘‘you ’re wel- 
come, my boy! better late than never, anyhow!” ” 

‘* What do you mean, Miles? ’Tis n’t expecting me here 
ye were, I suppose?” 

‘<°T is just the same then, I was expecting this many a 
day,” said Miles, as with a rugged grasp of both hands he 
drew Owen within the narrow cell. ‘* And ’tain’t me only 
was expecting it, but every one else. Here, avich, taste 
this, — ye’re wet and cowld both; that will put life in ye, — 
and it never ped the king sixpence.” 

And he handed Owen a quart bottle as he spoke, the odor 
of which was unmistakable enough to bear testimony to his 
words. 

‘* And what brings you here, Miles, in the name of God?” 
said Owen, for his surprise at the meeting increased every 
moment. 

“‘°T is your own case, only worse,” said the other, with 
a drunken laugh, for the poteen had already affected his 
head. 

‘¢ And what’s that, if I might make bould?” said Owen, 
rather angrily. 

*¢ Just that I got the turn-out, my boy. That new chap they 
have over the property, sould me out, root and branch; and 
as I didn’t go quiet, ye see, they brought the polis down, and 
there was a bit of a fight, to take the two cows away; and 
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somehow ” — here he snatched the bottle rudely from Owen’s 
hand, and swallowed a copious draft of it — ‘+ and somehow 
the corporal was killed, and I thought it better to be away 
for a while — for at the inquest, though the boys would take 
‘the vestment’ they seen him shot by one of his comrades, 
there was a bit of a smash in his skull, ye see,” — here he 
gave a low, fearful laugh, — ‘‘ that fitted neatly to the top of 
my eleven-pound hammer; ye comprehend?” 

Owen’s blood ran cold as he said, ‘*‘ Ye don’t mean it was 
you that killed him?” 

‘¢ 1 do, then,” replied the other, with a savage grin, as he 
placed his face within a few inches of Owen's. ‘+ There’s a 
hundred pounds blood-money for ye, now, if ye give the in- 
formation! A hundred pounds,” muttered he to himself: 
‘¢musha, I never thought they’d give ten shillings for my 
own four bones before!” 

Owen scorned to reply to the insinuation of his turning 
informer, and sat moodily thinking over the event. 

‘Well, I’ll be going, anyhow,” said he, rising, for his 
abhorrence of his companion made him feel the storm and 
the hurricane a far preferable alternative. 

‘¢ The devil a one foot ye ’ll leave this, my boy,” said Miles, 
grasping him with the grip of his gigantic hand; ‘* no, no, 
ma bouchal, ’tisn’t so easy airned as ye think; a hundred 
pounds, naboclish ! ”’ 

‘* Leave me free! let go my arm!” said Owen, whose anger 
now rose at the insolence of this taunt. 

‘* I?ll break it across my knee, first,” said the infuriated 
ruffian, as he half imitated by a gesture his horrid threat. 

There was no comparison in point of bodily strength 
between them; for although Owen was not half the other’s 
age, and had the advantage of being perfectly sober, the 
smith was a man of enormous power, and held him as 
though he were a child in his grasp. 

‘So that’s what you’d be at, my boy, is it?” said Miles, 
scofling; ‘‘it’s the fine thrade you choose! but maybe it’s 
not so pleasant, after all. Stay still there — be quiet, I say — 
by —” and here he uttered a most awful oath, — ‘if you 
rouse me, I’ll paste your brains against that wall; ” and as he 
spoke, he dashed his closed fist against the rude and crum- 
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bling masonry, with a force that shook several large stones 
from their places, and left his knuckles one et eu 
mass of blood and gore. 

“That’s brave, anyhow,” said Owen, with a bitter mockery ; 
for his own danger, at the moment, could not repress his con- 
tempt for the savage conduct of the other. 

Fortunately, the besotted intellect of the smith made him 
accept the speech in a very different sense, and he said, 
‘¢ There never was the man yet, I would n’t give him two 
blows at me, for one at him, and mine to be the last.” 

‘*T often heard of that before,” said Owen, who saw 
that any attempt to escape by main force was completely 
out of the question, and that stratagem alone could pre- 
sent a chance. 

** Did ye ever hear of Dan Lenahan,” said Miles, with a 
grin, — ‘* what I did to Dan? I was to fight him wid one 
hand, and the other tied behind my back; and when he 
came up to shake hands wid me before the fight, I just 
put my thumb in my hand, that way, and I smashed his- 
four fingers over it.” 

‘¢ There was no fight that day, anyhow, Miles.” 

‘¢ Thrue for ye, boy; the sport was soon over. Raich me 
over the bottle; ” and with that, Miles finished the poteen at 
a draught, and then lay back against the wall as if to sleep. 
Still, he never relinquished his grasp, ey as he fell off 
asleep, held him as in a vice. 

As Owen sat thus a prisoner, turning over in his mind 
every possible chance of escape, he heard the sound of feet 
and men’s voices rapidly approaching; and in a few mo- 
ments several men turned into the churchyard, and came 
towards the crypt. They were conversing in a low but 
hurried voice, which was quickly hushed as they came 
nearer. 

‘¢ What’s this?” cried one, as he entered the cell; “Miles 
has a prisoner here!” 

‘¢Faix, he has so, Mickey,” answered Owen, for he 
recognized in the speaker an old friend and schoolfellow. 
The rest came hurriedly forward at the words, and soon 
Owen found himself among a number of his former com- 
panions. Two or three of the party were namesakes and 
relations. 
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The explanation of his capture was speedily given, and 
they all laughed heartily at Owen’s account of his ingenious 
efforts at flattery. 

‘¢ Av the poteen held out, Owen dear, ye wouldn’t have 
had much trouble; but he can drink two quarts before he 
loses his strength.” 

In return for his narrative, they freely and frankly told 
their own story. They had been out arms-hunting, — un- 
successfully, however, — their own exploit being the burn- 
ing of a haggard belonging to a farmer who refused to join 
the ‘‘ rising.” 

Owen felt greatly relieved to discover that his old friends 
regarded the smith with a horror fully as great as his own. 
But they excused themselves for the companionship by say- 
ing, ‘What are we to do with the crayture? Ye would n’t 
have us let him be taken?” And thus they were compelled 
to practise every measure for the security of one they had 
no love for, and whose own excesses increased the hazard 
tenfold. 

The marauding exploits they told of were, to Owen’s ears, 
not devoid of a strange interest, the danger alone had its 
fascination for him; and, artfully interwoven as their stories 
were with sentiments of affected patriotism and noble aspi- 
rations for the cause of their country, they affected him 
strongly. 

For, strange as it may seem, a devotion to country —a 
mistaken sense of national honor — prompted many to 
these lawless courses. Vague notions of confiscated lands 
to be restored to their rightful possessors; ancient privi- 
leges reconferred ; their Church once more endowed with its 
long-lost wealth and power: such were the motives of the 
more high-spirited and independent. Others sought re- 
dress for personal grievances, —some real or imaginary 
hardship they labored under; or perhaps, as was not 
unfrequent, they bore the memory of some old grudge or 
malice, which they hoped now to have an opportunity of 
requiting. Many were there, who, like the weak-minded 
in all popular commotions, float with the strong tide, 
whichever way it may run. They knew not the objects 
aimed at, they were ignorant of the intentions of their 
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leaders, but would not lie under the stain of cowardice 
among their companions, nor shrink from any cause where 
there was danger, if only for that very reason. Thus was 
the mass made up of men differing in various ways, but 
all held together by the common tie of a Church and a 
country. It might be supposed that the leaders in such 
a movement would be those who, having suffered some 
grievous wrong, were reckless enough to adventure on 
any course that promised vengeance: very far from this. 
The principal promoters of the insurrection were of the 
class of farmers,— men well to do, and reputed, in many 
cases, wealthy. The instruments by which they worked 
were indeed of the very poorer class, — the cottier, whose 
want and misery had eat into his nature, and who had as 
little room for fear as for hope in his chilled heart. Some 
injury sustained by one of these, some piece of justice 
denied him; his ejection from his tenement; a chance word, 
perhaps, spoken to him in anger by his landlord or the 
agent, were the springs which moved a man like this, and 
brought him into confederacy with those who promised him 
a speedy repayment of his wrongs, and flattered him into 
the belief that his individual case had all the weight and 
importance of a national question. Many insurrectionary 
movements have grown into the magnitude of systematic 
rebellion from the mere assumption on the part of others 
that they were prearranged and predetermined. The self- 
importance suggested by a bold opposition to the law is a 
strong agent in arming men against its terrors. The mock- 
martyrdom of Ireland is in this way, perhaps, her greatest 
and least curable evil. 

Owen was, of all others, the man they most wished for 
amongst them. Independent of his personal courage and 
daring, he was regarded as one fruitful in expedients, and 
never deterred by difficulties. This mingled character of 
cool determination and headlong impulse made him exactly 
suited to become a leader; and many a plot was thought of 
to draw him into their snares, when the circumstances of his 
fortune thus anticipated their intentions. 

It would not forward the object of my little tale to dwell 
upon the life he now led. It was indeed an existence full of 
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misery and suffering. To exaggerate the danger of his 
position, his companions asserted that the greatest efforts 
were making for his capture, rewards offered, and spies 
scattered far and wide through the country; and while they 
agreed with him that nothing could be laid to his charge, 
they still insisted that were he once taken, false-swearing 
and perjury would bring him to the gallows, ‘‘as it did 
many a brave boy before him.” 

Half starved, and harassed by incessant change of place; 
tortured by the fevered agony of a mind halting between a 
deep purpose of vengeance and a conscious sense of inno- 
cence, his own daily sufferings soon brought down his 
mind to that sluggish state of gloomy desperation in which 
the very instincts of our better nature seem dulled and 
blunted. ‘‘I cannot be worse!” was his constant expres- 
sion, as he wandered alone by some unfrequented mountain- 
path, or along the verge of some lonely ravine, — ‘‘ I cannot 
be worse!” It is an evil moment that suggests a thought 
like this! 

Each night he was accustomed to repair to the old church- 
yard, where some of the ‘* boys,” as they called themselves, 
assembled to deliberate on future measures or talk over the 
past. It was less in sympathy with their plans that Owen 
came, than for the very want of human companionship. 
His utter solitude gave him a longing to hear their voices 
and see their faces; while in their recitals of outrage he 
felt that strange pleasure the sense of injury supplies at any 
tale of sorrow and suffering. 

At these meetings the whiskey-bottle was never forgotten ; 
and while some were under a pledge not to take more than 
a certain quantity, —a vow they kept most religiously, — 
others drank deeply. Among these was Owen. The few 
moments of reckless forgetfulness he then enjoyed were the 
coveted minutes of his long, dreary day, and he wished for 
night to come as the last solace that was left him. 

His companions knew him too well to endeavor by any 
active influence to implicate him in their proceedings. They 
cunningly left the work to time and his own gloomy thoughts ; 
watching, however, with eager anxiety, how gradually he 
became more and more interested in all their doings; how 


Bi bed. 


THE THIRD ERA. 345 


by degrees he ceased even the half-remonstrance against 
some deed of unnecessary cruelty, and listened with anima- 
tion where before he but heard with apathy, if not repug- 
nance. The weeds of evil grow rankest in the rich soil of a 
heart whose nature, once noble, has been perverted and de- 
based. Ere many weeks passed over, Owen, so far from 
disliking the theme of violence and outrage, became half 
angry with his comrades that they neither proposed any 
undertaking to him, nor even asked his assistance amongst 
them. 

This spirit grew hourly stronger in him; offended pride 
worked within his heart during the tedious days he spent 
alone, and he could scarcely refrain from demanding what 
lack of courage and daring they saw in him, that he should 
be thus forgotten and neglected. 

In this frame of mind, irresolute as to whether he should 
not propose himself for some hazardous scheme, or still re- 
main a mere spectator of others, he arrived one evening in 
the old churchyard. Of late, ‘‘ the boys,” from preconcerted 


' arrangements among themselves, had rather made a show of 


cold and careless indifference in their manner to Owen, — 
conduct which deeply wounded him. 

As he approached now the little crypt, he perceived that 
a greater number than usual were assembled through the 
churchyard, and many were gathered in little knots and 
groups, talking eagerly together; a half-nod, a scarcely mut- 
tered ‘* Good-eyen,” was all the salutation he met, as he 
moved towards the little cell, where, by the blaze of a piece 
of bog-pine, a party were regaling themselves, — the custom 
and privilege of those who had been last out on any maraud- 
ing expedition. A smoking pot of potatoes and some bottles 
of whiskey formed the entertainment, at which Owen stood 
a longing and famished spectator. 

‘‘ Will yez never be done there eatin’ and crammin’ yer- 
selves?” said a gruff voice from the crowd to the party 
within; ‘‘and ye know well enough there’s business to be 
done to-night.” 

‘¢ And ain’t we doing it?’ answered one of the feasters. 
‘‘Here’s your health, Peter!” and so saying, he took a 
very lengthened draught from the ‘+ poteen” bottle. 
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“°T is the thrade ye like best, anyhow,” retorted the 
other. ‘*Come, boys; be quick now!” 

The party did not wait a second bidding, but arose from 
the place, and removing the big pot to make more room, 
they prepared the little cell for the reception of some other 
visitors. 

‘*That’s it now! We’ll not be long about it. Larry, 
have yez the ‘deck,’ my boy?” 

‘* There ’s the book, darlint,” said a short, little, decrepid 
creature, speaking with an asthmatic effort, as he produced 
a pack of cards, which, if one were to judge from the dirt, 
made the skill of the game consist as much in deciphering as 
playing them. 

‘¢ Where ’s Sam M‘Guire?” called out the first speaker, 
in a voice loud enough to be heard over the whole space 
around ; and the name was repeated from voice to voice, till 
it was replied to by one who cried, — 

‘¢ Here, sir; am I wanted?” 

‘* You are, Sam; and ’tis yourself ’s always to the fore 
when we need yez.” 

‘¢T hope so, indeed,” said Sam, as he came forward, a 
flush of gratified pride on his hardy cheek. He was a young, 
athletic fellow, with a fine manly countenance, expressive of 
frankness and candor. 

‘* Luke Heffernan! where’s Luke?” said the other. 

‘*T’m here beside ye,” answered a dark-visaged, middle- 
aged man, with the collar of his frieze coat buttoned high 
on his face; ‘* ye needn’t be shouting my name that way, 
— there may be more bad than good among uz.” 

‘There ’s not an informer, any way, —if that’s what ye 
mean,” said the other, quickly. ‘Gavan Daly! Call 
Gavan Daly, will ye, out there.” And the words were 
passed from mouth to mouth in a minute, but no one replied 
to the summons. 

‘*He’s not here,— Gavan’s not here!’ was the murmured 
answer of the crowd, given in a tone that boded very little 
in favor of its absent owner. 

‘* Not here!” said the leader, as he crushed the piece of 
paper, from which he read, in his hand; ‘not here? Where 
is he, then? Does any of yez know where’s Gavan Daly?” 
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But there was no answer. 

‘Can nobody tell? —is he sick? —or is any belonging 
to him sick and dying, that he isn’t here this night, as he 
swore to be?” 

‘“‘I saw him wid a new coat on him this morning early 
in Oughterarde, and he said he was going to see a cousin 
of his down below Oranmore,” said a young lad from the 
outside of the crowd, and the speaker was in a moment 
surrounded by several, anxious to find out some other par- 
ticulars of the absent man. It was evident that the boy's 
story was far from being satisfactory, and the circumstance 
of Daly’s wearing a new coat was one freely commented on 
by those who well knew how thoroughly they were in the 
power of any who should betray them. 

‘‘He’s in the black list this night,” said the leader, as 
he motioned the rest to be silent; ‘‘that’s where I put 
him now; and see, all of yez, — mind my words, — if any of 
uz comes to harm, it will go hard but some will be spared; 
and if there was only one remaining, he would n’t be the 
cowardly villain not to see vengeance on Gavan Daly, for 
what he’s done.” 

A murmur of indignation at the imputed treachery of the 
absent man buzzed through the crowd; while one fellow, 
with a face flushed by drink, and eyes bleared and blood- 
shot, eried out, — 

‘¢ And are ye to stop here all night, calling for the boy 
that’s gone down to bethray yez? Is there none of yez will 
take his place?” 

“J will! I will! I’m ready and willin 
full twenty, in a breath. 

‘¢ Who will ye have with yez? Take your own choice!” 
said the leader, turning towards M‘Guire and Heffernan, 
who stood whispering eagerly together. 

‘¢ There’s the boy I’d take out of five hundred, av he was 
the same I knew once,” said M‘Guire, laying his hand on 
Owen’s shoulder. 

‘¢ Begorra, then, I wondher what ye seen in him lately 
to give you a consate out of him,” cried Heffernan, with a 
rude laugh. ‘*’Tisn’t all he’s done for the cause any- 
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Owen started, and fixed his eyes first on one, then on the 
other of the speakers; but his look was rather the vacant 
stare of one awakening from a heavy sleep, than the expres- 
sion of any angry passion, —for want and privation had 
gone far to sap his spirit as well as his bodily strength. 

‘¢ There, avich, taste that,” said a man beside him, who 
was struck by his pale and wasted cheek and miserable 
appearance. 

Owen almost mechanically took the bottle, and drank 
freely, though the contents was strong poteen. 

‘¢ Are ye any betther now?” said Heffernan, with a sneer- 
ing accent. 

‘“¢T am,” said Owen, calmly, for he was unconscious of 
the insolence passed off on him; ‘*I’m a deal better.” 

‘¢Come along, ma bouchal!” cried M‘Guire ; ‘* come into 
the little place with us here.” 

‘What do ye want with me, boys?” asked Owen, look- 
ing about him through the crowd. 

“’T is to take a hand at the cards, divil a more,” said an 
old fellow near, and the speech sent a savage laugh among 
the rest. 

‘¢T’m ready and willin’,” said Owen; ‘‘ but sorra farthen 
I’ve left me to play; and if the stakes is high —” 

“Paix, that’s what they ’re not,” said Heffernan; “they ’re 
the lowest ever ye played for.” 

‘¢ Tell me what it is, anyway,” cried Owen. 

‘*¢ Just the meanest thing at all, —the life of the blaguard 
that turned yerself out of yer houldin’, — Lucas the agent.” 

‘¢To kill Lucas? ” 

‘‘'That same; and if ye don’t like the game, turn away 
and make room for a boy that has more spirit in him.” 

‘¢ Who says I ever was afeard?” said Owen, on whom 
now the whiskey was working. ‘‘Is it Luke Heffernan dares 
to face me down? — Come out here, fair, and see will ye say 
it again.” > 

‘* Tf you won’t join the cause, you must n’t be bringing bad 
blood among us,” cried the leader, in a determined tone; 
‘*there ’s many a brave boy here to-night would give his 
right hand to get the offer you did.” 

‘*T’m ready, —here I am, ready now,” shouted Owen, 
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wildly; ‘‘ tell me what you want me to do, and see whether 
I will or no.” 

A cheer broke from the crowd at these words, and all 
within his reach stretched out their hands to grasp Owen’s; 
and commendations were poured on him from every side. 

Meanwhile Heffernan and his companion had cleared the 
little crypt of its former occupants, and having heaped fresh 
wood upon the fire, sat down before the blaze, and called out 
for Owen to join them. Owen took another draught from 
one of the many bottles offered by the bystanders, and 
hastened to obey the summons. 

*¢ Stand back now, and don’t speak a word,” cried the 
leader, keeping off the anxious crowd that pressed eagerly 
forward to witness the game; the hushed murmuring of the 
voices showing how deeply interested they felt. 

The three players bent their heads forward as they sat, 
while Heffernan spoke some words in a low whisper, to 
which the others responded by a muttered assent. ‘+ Well, 
here’s success to the undhertakin’, anyhow,” cried he, 
aloud, and filling out a glass of whiskey, drank it off; then 
passing the liquor to the two others, they followed his 
example. 

‘‘Will ye like to deal, Owen?” said M‘Guire; ‘* you’re 
the new-comer, and we’ll give ye the choice.” 

‘*No, thank ye, boys,” said Owen; ‘‘do it yerselves, one 
of ye; I’m sure of fair play.” 

Heffernan then took the cards, and, wetting his thumb for 
the convenience of better distributing them, slowly laid five 
cards before each player; he paused for a second before he 
turned the trump, and in a low voice said, ‘‘If any man’s 
faint-hearted, let him say it now —” 

‘“‘Turn the card round, and don’t be bothering us,” cried 
M‘Guire; “one ’ud think we never played a game before.” 

‘Come, be alive,” said Owen, in whom the liquor had 
stimulated the passion for play. 

‘‘What’s the thrump, — is it a diamond? Look over and 
tell us,” murmured the crowd nearest the entrance. 

‘?T is a spade! —I lay fourpence ’tis a spade!” 

“Why would n’t it be?” said another; ‘‘it’s the same 
spade will dig Lucas’s grave this night!” 
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‘‘Look! see!” whispered another, ‘‘Owen Connor’s won 
the first thrick! Watch him now! Mind the way he lays 
the card down, with a stroke of his fist! ” 

“T wish he would n’t be drinking so fast!” said another. 

‘‘Who won that? Who took that thrick?” 

‘‘Ould Heffernan, divil fear him! I never see him lose 
yet. 

‘‘There’s another: that’s Owen’s!” 

‘‘No; by Jonas! ’tis Luke again has it.” 

‘That ’s Sam M‘Guire’s! See how aisy he takes them 

Up. 
‘*Now for it, boys! whisht! here’s the last round!” and 
at this moment a breathless silence prevailed among the 
crowd; for while such as were nearest were eagerly bent on 
observing the progress of the game, the more distant bent 
their heads to catch every sound that might indicate its 
fortune. 

‘*See how Luke grins! watch his face!” whispered a low 
voice. ‘He doesn’t care how it goes, now he’s out of it!” 
and so it was. Heffernan had already won two of the five 
tricks, and was safe, whatever the result of the last one. 
The trial lay between M‘Guire and Owen. 

‘Come, Owen, my hearty!” said M‘Guire, as he held a 
card ready to play, ‘‘you or I for it now; we’ll soon see 
which the devil’s fondest of. There’s the two of clubs 
fot yer 

“There’s the three, then!” said Owen, with a crash of his 
hand, as he placed the card over the others. 

‘*And there ’s the four!” said Heffernan, “and the thrick 
is Sam M‘Guire’s.” 

‘Owen Connor’s lost!” ‘‘Owen’s lost!’”? murmured the 
crowd; and, whether in half-compassion for his defeat, or 
grief that so hazardous a deed should be intrusted to a 
doubtful hand, the sensation created was evidently of gloom 
and dissatisfaction. 

‘“You’ve a right to take either of us wid ye, Owen,” said 
M‘Guire, slapping him on the shoulder. ‘‘Luke or myself 
must go, if ye want us.” 

‘‘No; I’ do it myself,” said Owen, in a low hollow 
voice. 
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‘*There ’s the tool, then!” said Heffernan, producing from 
the breast of his frieze-coat a long horse-pistol, the stock 
of which was mended by a clasp of iron belted round it; 


‘cand if it doesn’t do its work, ’tis the first time it ever 
failed. Ould Miles Cregan, of Gurtane, was the last that 
heard it spake.” 

Owen took the weapon, and examined it leisurely, open- 
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ing the pan and settling the priming, with a finger that 
never trembled. As he drew forth the ramrod to try the 
barrel, Heffernan said, with a half-grin, ‘‘There’s two 
bullets in it, avich! — enough’s as good as a feast.” 

Owen sat still and spoke not, while the leader and Heffer- 
nan explained to him the circumstances of the plot against 
the life of Mr. Lucas. Information had been obtained by 
some of the party that the agent would leave Galway on the 
following evening, on his way to Westport, passing through 
Oughterarde and their own village about midnight. He 
usually travelled in his gig, with relays of horses ready at 
different stations of the way, one of which was about two 
miles distant from the old ruin, on the edge of the lake, 
—a wild and dreary spot, where stood a solitary cabin, in- 
habited by a poor man who earned his livelihood by fishing. 
No other house was within a mile of this; and here it was 
determined, while in the act of changing horses, the murder 
should be effected. The bleak common beside the lake was 
studded with furze and brambles, beneath which it was easy 
to obtain shelter, though pursuit was not to be apprehended, 
—at least, they judged that the servant would not venture 
to leave his master at such a moment; and as for the fisher- 
man, although not a sworn member of their party, they well 
knew he would not dare to inform against the meanest 
anongst them. 

Owen listened attentively to all these details, and the 
accurate directions by which they instructed him on every 
step he should take. From the moment he should set foot 
within the cover to the very instant of firing, each little 
event had its warning. 

‘*Mind!” repeated Heffernan, with a slow, distinct whis- 
per, ‘‘he never goes into the house at all; but if the night’s 
cowld,— as it’s sure to be this sayson,— he ’ll be moving up 
and down to keep his feet warm. Cover him as he turns 
round; but don’t fire the first cover, but wait till he comes 
back to the same place again, and then blaze. Don’t stir 
then, till ye see if he falls; if he does, be off down the com- 
mon; but if he’s only wounded — but sure ye ’Il do better 
than that!” 

‘**T’ll go bail he will!” said M‘Guire. ‘‘Sorra fear that 
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Owen Connor’s heart would fail him! and sure if he likes 
me to be wid him —” 

‘**No, no!” said Owen, in the same hollow voice as 
before, ‘‘I ll do it all by myself; I want nobody.” 

“°T is the very words I said when I shot Lambert of Kil- 
clunah,” said M‘Guire. ‘‘I didn’t know him by looks, 
and the boys wanted me to take some one to point him out. 
‘Sorra bit!’ says I, ‘leave that to me;’ and so I waited in 
the gripe of the ditch all day, till, about four in the evening, 
I seen a stout man wid a white hat coming across the fields, 
to where the men was planting potatoes. So I ups to him 
wid a letter in my hand, this way, and my hat off. ‘Is yer 
honner Mr. Lambert?’ says I. ‘ Yes,’ says he; ‘ what do 
ye want with me?’ ‘’Tis a bit of a note I’ve for yer 
honner,’ says I; and I gay him the paper. He tuck it and 
opened it; but, troth, it was little matter there was no 
writin’ in it, for he would n’t have lived to read it through. 
I sent the ball through his heart, as near as I stand to ye; 
the wadding was burning his waistcoat when I left him. 
‘God save you!’ says the men, as I went across the potato- 
field. ‘Save you kindly!’ says I. ‘ Was that a shot we 
heard?’ says another. ‘ Yes,’ says I; ‘I was fright’ning 
the crows;’ and sorra bit, but that’s a saying they have 
against me ever since.” These last few words were said 
in a simper of modesty, which, whether real or affected, 
was a strange sentiment at the conclusion of such a tale. 

The party soon after separated, not to meet again for 
several nights; for the news of Lucas’s death would, of 
course, be the signal for a general search through the coun- 
try, and the most active measures to trace the murderer. 
It behoved them, then, to be more than usually careful not 
to be absent from their homes and their daily duties for 
some days, at least; after which they could assemble in 
safety as before. 

Grief has been known to change the hair to gray in a sin- 
gle night; the announcement of a sudden misfortune has 
palsied the hand that held the ill-omened letter; but I ques- 
tion if the hours that are passed before the commission of a 
great crime, planned and meditated beforehand, do not work 
more fearful devastation on the human heart than all the 
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sorrows that ever crushed humanity. Ere night came, Owen 
Connor seemed to have grown years older. In the tortured 
doubtings of his harassed mind he appeared to have spent 
almost a lifetime since the sun last rose. He had passed 
in review before him each phase of his former existence, 
from childhood — free, careless, and happy childhood — to 
days of boyish sport and revelry; then came the period of 
his first manhood, with its new ambitions and hopes. He 
thought of these, and how, amid the humble circumstances 
of his lowly fortune, he was happy. What would he have 
thought of him who should predict such a future as this for 
him? How could he have believed it? And yet the worst 
of all remained to come. He tried to rally his courage and 
steel his heart, by repeating over the phrases so frequent 
among his companions. ‘‘Sure, ain’t I driven to it? Is it 
my fault if I take to this, or theirs that compelled me?” and 
such like. But these words came with no persuasive force 
in the still hour of conscience; they were only effectual amid 
the excitement and tumult of a multitude, when men’s pas- 
sions were high, and their resolutions daring. ‘‘It is too 
late to go back,” muttered he, as he arose from the spot, 
where, awaiting nightfall, he had lain hid for several hours; 
‘they must n’t call me a coward, anyway.” 

As Owen reached the valley, the darkness spread far and 
near; not a star could be seen; great masses of cloud covered 
the sky, and hung down heavily, midway upon the moun- 
tains. There was no rain; but on the wind came from time 
to time a drifted mist, which showed that the air was charged 
with moisture. The ground was still wet and plashy from 
recent heavy rain. It was, indeed, a cheerless night and 
a cheerless hour; but not more so than the heart of him 
who now, bent upon his deadly purpose, moved slowly on 
towards the common. 

On descending towards the lake-side, he caught a passing 
view of the little village, where a few lights yet twinkled, 
and flickering stars that shone within some humble home. 
What would he not have given to be but the meanest peas- 
ant there, the poorest creature that toiled and sickened on 
his dreary way! He turned away hurriedly, and with his 
hand pressed heavily on his swelling heart walked rapidly 
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on. ‘‘It will soon be over now,” said Owen; he was about 
to add, with the accustomed piety of his class, ‘‘thank God 
for it,” but the words stopped in his throat, and the dreadful 


thought flashed on him, “Is it when I am about to shed His 
creature’s blood, I should say this?” 

He sat down upon a large stone beside the lake, at a spot 
where the road came down to the water’s edge, and where 
none could pass unobserved by him. He had often fished 
from that very rock when a boy, and eaten his little dinner 
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of potatoes beneath its shelter. Here he sat once more, 
saying to himself, as he did so, “’T is an ould friend, any- 
way, and I’ll just spend my last night with him;” for so in 
his mind he already regarded his condition. The murder 
effected, he determined to make no effort to escape. Life 
was of no value to him. The snares of the conspiracy had 
entangled him, but his heart was not in it. 

As the night wore on, the clouds lifted, and the wind, 
increasing to a storm, bore them hurriedly through the air; 
the waters of the lake, lashed into waves, beat heavily on 
the low shore; while the howling blast swept through the 
mountain-passes and over the bleak wide plain with a 
rushing sound. The thin crescent of a new moon could be 
seen from time to time as the clouds rolled past; too faint 
to shed any light upon the earth, it merely gave form to the 
dark masses that moved before it. 

‘*T will do it here,” said Owen, as he stood and looked 
upon the dark water that beat against the foot of the rock, 
— ‘there, on this spot.” 

He sat for some moments with his ear bent to listen, but 
the storm was loud enough to make all other sounds in- 
audible; yet, in every noise he thought he heard the sound 
of wheels, and the rapid tramp of a horse’s feet. The 
motionless attitude, the cold of the night, but, more than 
either, the debility brought on by long fasting and hunger, 
benumbed his limbs, so that he felt almost unable to make 
the least exertion, should any such be called for. 

He therefore descended from the rock and moved along 
the road; at first, only thinking of restoring lost animation 
to his frame, but at length, in a half unconsciousness, he 
had wandered upwards of two miles beyond the little hovel 
where the change of horses was to take place. Just as he 
was on the point of returning, he perceived, at a little dis- 
tance, in front, the walls of a now ruined cabin, once the 
home of the old smith. Part of the roof had fallen in, the 
doors and windows were gone, the fragment of an old shutter 
alone remained, and this banged heavily back and forwards 
as the storm rushed through the wretched hut. 

Almost without knowing it, Owen entered the cabin, and 
sat down beside the spot where once the forge-fire used to 
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burn. He had been there, too, when a boy, many a time; 
many a story had he listened to in that same corner; but 
why think of thisnow? The cold blast seemed to freeze his 
very blood; he felt his heart as if congealed within him. 
He sat cowering from the piercing blast for some time; and 
at last unable to bear the sensation longer, determined to 
kindle a fire with the fragments of the old shutter. For this 
purpose he drew the charge of the pistol, in which there 
were three bullets, and not merely two, as Heffernan had 
told him. Laying these carefully down in his handkerchief, 
he kindled a light with some powder, and with the dexterity 
of one not unaccustomed to such operations, soon saw the 
dry sticks blazing on the hearth. On looking about he dis- 
covered a few sods of turf and some dry furze, with which 
he replenished his fire, till it gradually became a warm and 
cheering blaze. Owen now reloaded the pistol, just as he 
had found it. There was a sense of duty in his mind to 
follow out every instruction he received, and deviate in 
nothing. This done, he held his numbed fingers over the 
blaze, and bared his chest to the warm glow of the fire. 

The sudden change from the cold night-air to the warmth 
of the cabin soon made him drowsy. Fatigue and watching 
aiding the inclination to sleep, he was obliged to move 
about the hut, and even expose himself to the chill blast, to 
resist its influence. The very purpose on which he was 
bent, so far from dispelling sleep, rather induced its ap- 
proach; for, strange as it may seem, the concentration with 
which the mind brings its power to bear on any object will 
overcome all the interest and anxiety of our natures, and 
bring on sleep from very weariness. 

He slept, at first, calmly and peacefully, — exhaustion 
would have its debt acquitted, — and he breathed as softly 
as an infant. At last, when the extreme of fatigue was 
passed, his brain began to busy itself with flitting thoughts 
and fancies, — some long-forgotten day of boyhood, some 
little scene of childish gayety, flashed across him, and he 
dreamed of the old mountain-lake, where so often he 
watched the wide circles of the leaping trout, or tracked 
with his eye the foamy path of the wild water-hen, as she 
skimmed the surface. Then suddenly his chest heaved and 


358 ST, PATRICK’S EVE. 


fell with a strong motion, for with lightning’s speed the 
current of his thoughts was changed; his heart was in the 
mad tumult of a faction-fight, loud shouts were ringing in 
his ears, the crash of sticks, the cries of pain, entreaties tor 
mercy, execrations and threats, rung around him, when one 
figure moved slowly before his astonished gaze, with a sweet 
smile upon her lips, and love in her long-lashed eyes. She 
murmured his name; and now he slept with a low-drawn 
breath, his quivering lips repeating, “ Mary!” 

Another and a sadder change was coming. He was on the 
mountains, in the midst of a large assemblage of wild- 
looking and haggard men, whose violent speech and savage 
gestures well suited their reckless air. A loud shout wel- 
comed him as he came amongst them, and a cry of ‘‘Here’s 
Owen Connor, — Owen at last!” and a hundred hands were 
stretched out to grasp his, but as suddenly withdrawn, on 
seeing that his hands were not blood-stained nor gory. 

He shuddered as he looked upon their dripping fingers; 
but he shuddered still more as they called him ‘tCoward!” 
What he said he knew not; but in a moment they were gath- 
ered round him, and clasping him in their arms; and now 
his hands, his cheeks, his clothes were streaked with blood; 
he tried to wipe the foul stains out, but his fingers grew 
clotted, and his feet seemed to plash in the red stream, and 
his savage comrades laughed fiercely at his efforts, and 
mocked him. 

‘*What am I that you should clasp me thus?” he cried; 
and a voice from his inmost heart replied, ‘‘A murderer!” 
The cold sweat rolled in great drops down his brow, while 
the foam of agony dewed his pallid lips, and his frame 
trembled in a terrible convulsion. Confused and fearful 
images of bloodshed and its penalty, the crime and the 
scaffold, commingled, worked in his maddened brain. He 
heard the rush of feet, as if thousands were hurrying on to 
see him die, and voices that swelled like the sea at mid- 
night. Nor was the vision all unreal; for already two men 
had entered the hut. 

The dreadful torture of his thoughts had now reached its 
climax, and with a bound Owen sprang from his sleep, and 
cried in a shriek of heart-wrung anguish, ‘‘No, never, — I 
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am not a murderer. Owen Connor can meet his death like 
aman, but not with blood upon him.” 

“Owen Connor! Owen Connor, did you say?” repeated 
one of the two who stood before him; ‘‘are you, then, Owen 
Connor?” 

*“‘T am,” replied Owen, whose dreams were still the last 
impression on his mind. ‘‘I give myself up;— do what ye 
will with me; — hang, imprison, or transport me; I’ll never 
gainsay you.” 

‘‘Owen, do you not know me?” said the other, removing 
his travelling-cap, and brushing back the hair from his 
forehead. 

**No, I know nothing of you,” said he, fiercely. 

‘**Not remember your old friend, — your landlord’s son, 
Owen?” 

Owen stared at him without speaking; his parted lips and 
fixed gaze evidencing the amazement which came over 
him. 

**You saved my life, Owen,” said the young man, horror- 
struck by the withered and wasted form of the peasant. 

‘*And you have made me this,” muttered Owen, as he let 
fall the pistol from his bosom. ‘‘Yes,” cried he, with an 
energy very different from before, ‘‘I came out this night, 
sworn to murder that man beside you, — your agent, Lucas; 
my soul is perjured if my hands are not bloody.” 

Lucas instantly took a pistol from the breast of his coat, 
and cocked it; while the ghastly whiteness of his cheek 
showed he did not think the danger was yet over. 

‘Put up your weapon,” said Owen, contemptuously. 
‘‘What would I care for it if I wanted to take your life? 
Do you think the likes of me has any hould on the world?” 
and he laughed a scornful and bitter laugh. 

‘‘How is this, then?” cried Leslie; ‘‘is murder so light a 
crime that a man like this does not shrink from it?” 

‘‘The country,” whispered Lucas, ‘‘is, indeed, in a fear- 
ful state. The rights of property no longer exist among us. 
That fellow — because he lost his farm —” 

“Stop, sir!” cried Owen, fiercely; ‘*I will deny nothing 
of my guilt, — but lay not more to my charge than is true. 
Want and misery have brought me low, — destitution and 


360 ST. PATRICK’S EVE. 


recklessness still lower; but if I swore to have your life this 
night, it was not for any vengeance of my own.” 

“Ha! then there is a conspiracy!” cried Lucas, hastily. 
‘We must have it out of you— every word of it—or it will 
go harder with yourself.” 

Owen’s only reply was a bitter laugh; and from that 
moment he never uttered another word. All Lucas’s 
threats, all Leslie’s entreaties were powerless and vain. The 
very allusion to becoming an informer was too revolting to 
be forgiven, and he firmly resolved to brave any and every 
thing rather than endure the mere proposal. 

They returned to Galway as soon as the post-boys had suc- 
ceeded in repairing the accidental breakage of the harness, 
which led to the opportune appearance of the landlord and 
his agent in the hut; Owen accompanying them without a 
word or a gesture. 

So long as Lucas was present, Owen never opened his lips; 
the dread of committing himself, or in any way implicating 
one amongst his companions, deterred him; but when Leslie 
sent for him, alone, and asked him the circumstances which 
led him to the eve of so great a crime, he confessed all, — 
omitting nothing, save such passages as might involve 
others, — and even to Leslie he was guarded on this topic. 

The young landlord listened with astonishment and sorrow 
to the peasant’s story. Never till now did he conceive the 
mischiefs neglect and abandonment can propagate, nor of 
how many sins mere poverty can be the parent. He knew 
not before that the very endurance of want can teach an- 
other endurance, and make men hardened against the terrors 
of the law and its inflictions. He was not aware of the con- 
dition of his tenantry; he wished them all well off and 
happy; he had no self-accusings of a grudging nature, 
nor an oppressive disposition, and he absolved himself of 
any hardships that originated with ‘‘the agent.” 

The cases brought before his notice rather disposed him 
to regard the people as wily and treacherous, false in their 
pledges and unmindful of favors; and many, doubtless, 
were so; but he never inquired how far their experience 
had taught them that dishonesty was the best policy, and 
that trick and subtlety are the only aids to the poor man. 
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He forgot, above all, that they had neither examples to 
look up to nor imitate, and that when once a people have 
become sunk in misery, they are the ready tools of any 
wicked enough to use them for violence, and false enough 
to persuade them that outrage can be their welfare; and, 
lastly, he overlooked the great fact that in a corrupt and 
debased social condition the evils which under other cir- 
cumstances would be borne with a patient trust in future 
relief, are resented in a spirit of recklessness; and that men 
soon cease to shudder at a crime when frequency has accus- 
tomed them to discuss its details. 

I must not—TI dare not dwell longer on this theme. 
Leslie felt all the accusations of an awakened conscience. 
He saw himself the origin of many misfortunes, — of evils 
of whose very existence he never heard before. Ere Owen 
concluded his sad story, his mind was opened to some of 
the miseries of Ireland; and when he had ended he cried: 
‘*T will live at home with ye, amongst ye all, Owen! I 
will try if Irishmen cannot learn to know who is their true 
friend; and while repairing some of my own faults, may- 
hap I may remedy some of theirs.” 

‘*Oh! why did you not do this before I came to my ruin?” 
cried Owen, in a passionate burst of grief; for the poor 
fellow all along had given himself up for lost, and imagined 
that his own plea of guilt must bring him to the gallows. 
Nor was it till after much persuasion and great trouble 
that Leslie could reconcile him to himself, and assure him 
that his own fortunate repentance had saved him from 
destruction. 

‘*You shall go back to your mountain-cabin, Owen; you 
shall have your own farm again, and be as happy as ever,” 
said the young man. ‘‘The jaw must deal with those who 
break it, and no one will go farther than myself to vindicate 
the law; but I will also try if kindness and fair dealing will 
not save many from the promptings of their own hearts, and 
teach men that, even here, the breach of God’s command- 
ments can bring neither peace nor happiness.” 

My object in this little story being to trace the career of 
one humble man through the trials and temptations inci- 
dent to his lot in life, I must not dwell upon the wider theme 
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of national disturbance. I have endeavored — how weakly, 
I am well aware —to show that social disorganization, 
rather than political grievances, are the source of Irish 
outrage; that neglect and abandonment of the people on the 
part of those who stood in the position of friends and advis- 
ers towards them, have disseminated evils deeper and greater 
than even a tyranny could have engendered. But for this 
desertion of their duties, there had been no loss of their 
rightful influence, nor would the foul crime of assassination 
now stain the name of our land. With an educated and resi- 
dent proprietary, Ireland could never have become what she 
now is; personal comfort, if no higher motive could be 
appealed to, would have necessitated a watchful observance 
of the habits of the people, — the tares would have been 
weeded from the wheat; the evil influence of bad men would 
not have been suffered to spread its contagion through the 
land. 

Let me not be supposed for a moment as joining in the 
popular cry against the landlords of Ireland. As regards 
the management of their estates, and the liberality of their 
dealings with their tenantry, they are, of course, with the 
exceptions which every country exhibits, a class as blame- 
less and irreproachable as can be found anywhere, — their 
real dereliction being, in my mind, their desertion of the 
people. To this cause, I believe, can be traced every one 
of the long catalogue of disasters to which Ireland is a 
prey; the despairing poverty, reckless habits, indifference 
to the mandates of the law, have their source here. The 
impassioned pursuit of any political privilege, which they 
are given to suppose will alleviate the evils of their state, 
has thrown them into the hands of the demagogue, and 
banded them in a league which they assume to be national. 
You left them to drift on the waters, and you may now be 
shipwrecked among the floating fragments! 

My tale is ended. Ihave only one record more to add. 
The exercise of the law, assisted by the energy and deter- 
mination of a fearless and resident landlord, at length 
suppressed outrage and banished those who had been its 
originators. Through the evidence of Galvan Daly, whose 
treachery had been already suspected, several of the leaders 
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were found guilty, and met the dreadful penalty of their 
crimes. The fact of an informer having been found amongst 


them did, however, far 
more to break up this 
unholy league than all the 
terrors of the law, unas- 
sisted by such aid; 
but it was 


long before either peace or happiness shed their true bless- 
ings on that land: mutual distrust, the memory of some lost 
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friend, and the sad conviction of their own iniquity dark- 
ened many a day, and made even a gloomier depth than 
they had ever known in their poverty. 

There came, however, a reverse for this. It was a fine 
day in spring: the mountain and the lake were bright in 
the sunshine; the valley, rich in the promise of the coming 
year, was already green with the young wheat; the pleasant 
sounds of happy labor rose from the fields fresh-turned by 
the plough; the blue smoke curled into thin air from many 
a cabin, no longer mean-looking and miserable as before, 
but with signs of comfort around, in the trim hedge of the 
little garden and the white walls that glistened in the sun. 

Towards the great mountain above the lake, however, many 
an eye was turned from afar, and many a peasant lingered 
to gaze upon the scene which now marked its rugged face. 

Along the winding path which traced its zigzag course 
from the lake-side to the little glen where Owen’s cabin 
stood, a vast procession could be seen moving on foot and 
on horseback. Some in country cars, assisted up the steep 
ascent by men’s strong shoulders; others mounted in twos 
and threes upon some slow-footed beast; but the greater 
number walking or rather clambering their way,— for in their 
eagerness to get forward, they each moment deserted the 
path to breast the ferny mountain-side. The scarlet cloaks 
of the women, as they fluttered in the wind, and their white 
caps, gave a brilliancy to the picture which, as the masses 
emerged from the depth of some little dell and disappeared 
again, had all the semblance of some gorgeous panorama. 
Nor was the eye the only sense gladdened by the spectacle; 
for even in the valley could be heard the clear ringing laugh- 
ter as they went along, and the wild cheer of merriment that 
ever and anon burst forth from happy hearts, while, high 
above all, the pleasant sounds of the bagpipe rose, as, 
seated upon an ass, and intrusted to the guidance of a boy, 
the musician moved along, his inspiriting strains taken 
advantage of at every spot of level ground by some merry 
souls who would not ‘‘lose so much good music.” 

As the head of the dense column wound its way upward, 
one little group could be seen by those below, and were 
saluted by many a cheer and the waving of handkerchiefs. 
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These were a party whose horses and gear seemed far better 
than the rest; and among them rode a gentleman mounted 
on a strong pony, —his chief care was bestowed less on 
his own beast than in guiding that of a young country girl 
who rode beside him. She was enveloped in a long blue 
cloak of dark cloth, beneath which she wore a white dress; 
a white ribbon floated through her dark hair too; but in her 
features and the happy smile upon her lip, the bride was 
written more palpably than in all these. 

High above her head, upon a pinnacle of rock, a man 
stood gazing at the scene; at his side a little child of some 
four or five years old, whose frantic glee seemed perilous in 
such a place, while his wild accents drew many an upward 
glance from those below, as he cried, — 

**See, Nony, see! Mary is coming to us at last!” 

This, too, was a “St. Patrick’s Eve,” and a happy one. 
May Ireland see many such! 


THE END. 
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